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PREFACE^ 

-A. PREFACE can hardly avoid being an impediment 
t:o a romance, or would be if it were read. But 
tiinere are no means other than the Preface affords, 
Whereby thanks for assistance given can be fitly said. 
I should be worse than ungrateful if I did not 
^.oknowledge ^1 that Mr Murray has done during 
t:lxe building of this book, to make it possible. His 
suggestions hav# been most valuable, and I have not 
hesitated to act upon them all. for I recognise (as too 
few writers, alas, do) the great assistance which a 
piablisher of culture and experience can give. I 
t:lTLank Mr Murray cordially. 


1 3^ December 1901. 
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THE TRIAL--t)l- MAN 


CnAFTKR I 
tlROTlIKH MARTIN 

TT W.1S the fTour «if rriTcatinn at thr Mnjtantery r»f 
the Blessed AsccnshitJ. when the hrethrrtj fni 
one little hiiiir^vvere federally released from thr 
strict rcRiilathnis uf euiumuitily-life. l-ur a Hmiird 
number of minutes every monk was aj,;ain an 
individual. In the lilx'rty from restraint thru to lx* 
realised he exercised himself in tljc manner that Ijcst 
. suited his cramiwd Jiaturc. 

Nearly all the nwnks were in the rmmastcry 
garden. On that afternimn of soft ctKil air and 
bright sunshine it was m^t fitting that any «f them 
should be voluntary prisoneTs iti the tlarkenerl cells, 
windy cloi.sters, and heavy comrnon-rmjms of the 
vast buildiitg which reared itself so pnmdly in the 
midst of one of England’s witlc-.s}ircading gardens of 
loveliness. So, with but few duty-doing or {remmee* 
performing exccptiojis, the brethren went into the 
open air to breathe incense fnjm the flowers and 
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deliver unspoken worship to the mu iuumisr*! saints 
of Nature. 

Sounds of laughter and of active voices were to !k* 
heard, as in cninfortahle groups the monks moveti 
about or jested with each other. • ^ 

It was the hour of lil«’rty -;f little oasis within the 
twenty-three other hours of \ariotis forms of restraint; 
naturally the TccKd.itrr mimittis were apjireciatctl 
and u.scfi by each brother as Ik-sI suitefi his jkt- 
sonality. 

One, Gregory the hroad-hrnwer}, was fiisjiensing 
bread-crumbs to a familiar gathering of sparrows; 
another, O.swaUl, was collecting fallen green apples ; 
three others were playitig bowls in jxmdennjs 
manner ; nine or ten were lying in y[se stm, giving 
up their mind.s to small talk and monastery gossip ; 
one, known as I.sidorc for twenty-three hours, nick- 
named Isaac in the time of recrcatiyn, was clamticr- 
ing up a yew tree ; Thomas was tormenting a ample 
of lazy geese; James and Zachary, the muscular 
ones of the community, had retired into the shadows 
to engage in a friendly bout of wrestling ; Vincent 
was carving a feminine figure— one of the saints — 
in wood; Augustine was lecturing Robert on the 
Schoolmen’s mysteries ; Demetrius was bu.sic{i among 
the flowers with a murderous pair of shears ; Clement 
and Antony were .softly talking of the loved ones 
of the life renounced ; Roger was thoughtfully and 
laboriously cutting an unwieldy branSh into a 
quarter-staff— Roger was to have been a soldier, 
but an affair of the heart had made him a monk 
instead; John was eating plums; Edward was 
thinking sour thoughts by himself of small ambiUons 
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BROTH KK MARTIN ^ 

disappointed.; Ilnmiiiick %vaH mriirlifuf a |nimilivr 
fishirip-rcwl ; Lurius, the trr.isufrr ut fhr nu^n.isirrv, 
was c:*%leulat:inii |wnniieH. It the h»^\n -i ftrrthnu 
—the hour of the trinniplt i4 rvrrv t»r<«!hrr 

• refreshed liis alrno-si HinnthriTd nvdividu;*!ifv in the 
iifiinscirient whith tiis Ikh!)' and **hind hnTil. 

There was one other monk --a dirafini' of i!o%inr. 
—who waiidertsl innern aii^ alone np and djovn a 
narrow pat li in a ipu'drn of te»iIvh*H k, i ktvr *■ .irna- 
lions, !ioneysnrklr» ami ro\r’. - a idonMits nafhrrioi^ 
of weaitit of roknir and v-rnt. 1 'lw ^ohi.ify w.i^ 
Brother Martin, a man not loved t-»y hi** fr!!fo%% in 
the monastery^ who railed him a vi^i«*nary Iwnraii'ic 
his thoniihls were devolerf to itinndanr otijrrit .4 
than were th#ir*n *tnd a foolinh t.^eeanw 

night by night he betook hinmelf ta ihr roof of the 
monastery to study the wsiys of the nn«in amt jitanrt?i, 
In the mminst#r-irH a man with intlividiiiiliiy and 
character was feared rather than loyrd. Brother 
Martin was nni loverk t-iceaieir hr was n«4 rightly 
iinckrst«HKi 

He wa,s a tall, ihin, slightly stmiping, rr^iless Wng, 
a litllc Itm than thirly years of age. with {tale fare, 
and ckrk-grcty eyes, bright with the light t.4’ mriiinl 
energy. His features were strong rather than hiinib 
some ; the br«iiiil forrheiid fpjiritrrfi higher Ilian it 
wa% by reason of llte close-eMi brown huir wtiirh 
crowned tijp tonsured head ; the lifis were If 

wii the face of m man whofie rniritl h in ciiiisiant 
revolt against wtiiil fashion has deciwd ihut hi* 
mast submit to— the face of m enemy of 
able custom : tn Idmilsi hi socia.l matters ; m 
ttithuil'ait fn rellgiof! ; one of iho-se whcun cofiifort-.' 
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lovers and convcntitmalists try to obscure ; very 
capable but fjenerally incapacil:ite<i Ix-causc of the 
suspicion, selfishness and slut^jjishness of dyllards, 
and their own sensitiveness and iiuinility. Such was 
Martin’s character, that was why he took his rccrca- . 
tion in solitude ainonff the flowers. 

In his hamis he‘held an okl “ Hoke of the Saints" 
— a gloriously illuminSttid pnaiuct the worshijiful 
arti.stry of past [laticnt geniuses ivf the Scriptoriuni— 
to who.se sacre<l ashes be lieautiful jx’ace! Marlin 
had pored over the volume for days aiui weeks, read- 
ing and studying with eager mind and sympathetic 
heart, the record of suflering, selflessness, iieroistn and 
* triumph which are the eternal atijuncts of the blessed 
martyrs. Oh, to Ix' one of them ! u> Ik- really a 
warrior in the militant C'hurch and not Ixiund and 
trammelled by rules and restraints! Martin was 
loyal to his vows, but his energetic siiirit was ycarti- 
ing for a life of greater practical and religious utility. 
This old book had .stirred the flame of his in- 
I dividuality. Why coultl he not go forth the 
vbeathen, to the maimed, to the .sick, tf> the ignorant, 
mo those in want, and convert, enctmrage, stimulate 
f 's^nd relieve them ? Why could ntit he jhisscss the 
glory dr work, and if need he earn the privilege of 
death, for the .sake of hj,s God and his fctli»w-men ? 
Why? Bec^iSe he was not his own : he was bound, 
ir revocably ISb und, long as the tissues his lK»dy 
held together, to the seclusion, the sacrifice, and the 
slain opportunities of the cloj ster.s. Prayer wa.s the 
only effective instrument he could use for the con- 
summation of his ideals, and he prayed ; but he 
fretted, too, as a strong man will, for that liberty 
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which means the jK.nvcr nf useful p^rsmial aefiMfi and 
successful work* 

Witli the volume dasprd in his arnv- hr walked up 
and down the narrow pardon paifu Visi»uis ni the 
• heippy saints thnuipu'.fi his mitu1 ; and t^ainrrd tiy 
his cramped life, he lelt tlial thma* s.iinis were ihr 
most happy who ha*! elernali^i^ a record. nl tv‘dv 
work by sulTerinp a doatli of violrnu-r and juiiii. Vn 
that spiritual haj-ipinrss was for ever taken loan him , 
and allluaiph he ha«i not ventured Im rralew it, fii% 
soul was in |>rr|K.!ttial revolt apainsf the rrsirainis 
which made fiitn useh*ss -and hojirless of dfiirn: 
good. A life of work and then the rirrnal rest *4 an 
untroubled tomtj was tsettrr Ihatt llial tomb of life, 
even with t!i# sure promise of a state of evcrkisiinp 
hap}'>i ness a ft c r w arr t s. 

Exciter! by the activity e»f his imagifiathm, Martin 
went from the HoWi*r garthm and threw himself d«avri 
at the foot of a large tree to tie in the scented grii*m 
and dream* Ga/.ing at ifm bright pirinres in the 
Saints* Kook, he rruiitifuied the rnjf*yrnrnl which 
II luxuriant imagination gave to him. 

Through the passages of luminous thought |«re<i 
a proud procession of the men and %vomen who hint 
earned the aureole. There was sweet Hi hViinriw nf 
Assisi, tearing the Slignu||n, while he bk^%cd the 
birds that fliittcrcd by him; teiirence, with limte 
prasfrate i|} the fire, kxiking love cm his murderers ; 
Cecilia* with while brow* and blue eye« big with 
music ; Rosa* mule in the presence of her ; 

Sebastian* transfixed with arrawi againsi a tree * 
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his Apology, his face beaming as he saw the vision 
of Christ; Martin, his namesake, of Tours, giving 
his cloak to the beggar ; and many otl}crs 
hallowed be their names ! 

What a world was that in which tisey lived ! A . 
constant dwelling under the eyes of Cod, seeing 
and seen by the’ -Being they lived and dial for. 
He was not vaguenSksT to them. They .saw Him 
from Hejid to Feet and recognised Him as their 
Lover, their Father, and their Cod ! Glorious 
company in a gh»rioi!s world! Happy, completely 
happy sainj.s — the victorious, l)catcii, bleeding muUi- 
Tude ! By man murdered-— by God received! Oh. 
ito die for Chri.st ! The pain ami the victory! 

Martin breathed quickly with excitement. His 
blood bc.at — beat through his heart ; his pulses 
throbbed, his eyes wore the light of the visitui- 
maker. He wa.s tasting Heaven alceady — the most 
fortunate of that colony of monks! 

The chapel bell called him to None, and later it 
pealed for Vespers; but he heeded it not — he had nut 
heard it. A quietness had fallen on the earth, the 
sun was sinking into its place of gold and jjurple, 
the flowers were beginnijig to close their cup.s, the 
grass was becoming damp, the earth cxpres.scd an 
odour ; some birds werc^ twittering, a di.stant rookery 
discharged a volume of caws, two or three insects 
buzzed, and fluttered, and hummed; the leaves of 
the tree above rustled and sighed, a dog barked and 
a sheep-bell tinkled, a bat bq^an to take its nervous 
flight ; the day was merging into the grey of twilight, 
still Martin lay beneath the tree, Angered his beloved 
book, and dr^med. 
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‘-S\ 

•t lie still coulH sec the Mint*. No longer a suffer- 

ing mullitmic, but r glad vict«*ri«>us throng, marching 
I in an .eternal procession t«> the clang of rytnhah. 

I the influence of sweet Honmli, and their own brace 

I* .chtints. The maimed lindjs, the brni’«c<l IsKlics, 
the blectiing brown were braird i new life and o;- 
newed strength ran in their j(ims Ibe gloibaic 
exaltation of 4cath was turn^ into the hapjnncss 
of a heavenly exisicncr, cxprcswij by song, auft 
work, and laughter. 

Martin's reverie: was Itrokcn by an angry voice. 
IlekK)kcd up — the brethren harl gone ; evening wars 
falling ; the shame of neglected duties brought the 
blood to his face, lie sprang to his feel and bettl 
his head. Tiic Sujjcrior nf the monastery uloitKl 
before bim —a man. ccclcsiastkal, of iron and anger. 

** The bell has called Vcsjxrrs." 

" Vespers, Father t I did not hear it." 

"Not hear It I FexjUsht f heard it, and I was 
on an errand nearly a league away. '\fou 
do penance for this, Brother Martin, fasting and 
jpraycr ' and fhc lash of *Bie scourge sh»J|„b»rmeot 

yo5F~ lHIe 1>^ and “ ,ypur winderl ng" min d 

unHT^espers has endtS on St Stephen’s Day. This 
holy house 1 rule; and where I rule there shilt 
itt oMience, aye. and fear 1^ This is not your fl»t 
offet^ against tihe habits of our Onter. The 
brethren h|ve told me of your crtwplng to the 
tuiret at night time, not to pray, no! — nor to tub* 
mit your body to the bless^ rigours of solftud^ 
no! — nor to '^n pain and odd, that by reducing 
the joys c^.the boc^,. you might gain spiritual 
tgrengthy nblMKtt ^o and prayerlesi, gase at 
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the stars. Those luminaries wcie pl.ucrl in the 
heavens as reminriers of the {>r«»e!ice of (jfKi. so 
to drive the watcher to the practi« r ni praycjr; Init 
not one of the brethren who liave y^unv. up to };.(/«■ 
at your movement s—in the interests of our Order, 
and the government of the'' monastery ~ ii.is ever 
seen your knees *^«fnt nr ymir heati bowed f>cfore 
those sparkling sern^ns of Him we worship, or in 
awe of the Maker of those marvels and ijf us. No, 
this star-gazing is merely an it lie amusement on 
your part, and that is not iH-nnitled by ttur Order. 
The night is given for sleep, atnl pr.iyer, and soul- 
struggles with the Evil One and his hrgions of 
fiend.s. Too tnany (»f your tiighdy lumrs have 
been .spent in looking at the lights 'tf the .sky attd 
hot in gazing intt> that blessed plate which is l)eyot)d 
the sky, where the saittts are in their glory, and 
Christ's Mother is at her prayers, ^and tiocl is on 
Hi.s Throne. Say nothing! There is no cx(dana- 
tion other than I have given of your conduct ; it 
is utterly, thoroughly lad. You arc the black .sheep 
of this holy abcxlc — a forgettcr of yotirvow-s; with 
a 'piouJ neck you ket^p from your brelhrctl and arc 
not loved of them. Yes, Brother Martin. I have not 
neglected to notice your doings ; and many a true tide 
ah^t your e&relessne^ and negligence and self- 
eattmi have the brethren brought to me. f am 
tuiham§sij?f '"'•y*'' 1 prayer you 

»iB~i sluggaid ; I have seen. You fast— but not 
to Iwndliate your fiesh, no ; but becauMS you do not 
fov# food—that Is not strengthenit^ to the soul. 

of your dil^trarinees and mlteunduet I say no 
(bore noif. Lfil me sen ui iaifuroyenient, and ■! 
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once! Till Vcsprrf; cm Si Stcphrn*'< Dny ymi 
io do ; bread and %%i\lcr *im io )-oiir n*4v 

meat ami drink, and caily twirr a day are ymi let 
cat; f«r (out hciiir.H rvrry nigh^ Imiiinning 
this hour arc ymi to kiicrl iMrfta'r ihr High 
with prayctf^ In rncnll your hcail and a irhip Ifi 
Hcourge J“ny r Ikn iy , in war* i rmiwafil!)- to 

humiliate your Hcslu !»» a''k^oryivriir;%'. |br y^'air 
carcIcHMioH, ami to hv-r that yndr. tny wlmJi 

in yiiur iHcaiiJng hiii. Ho |o ihr iliai^d, Mafliri, 
and earn the power winch alone* ran balfh- the 
tempter, iju! ** 

With a heavy hear!, bnl *4i!l ckv^piiig the nhi 
Martin turned, and, lollowefl by the Sujicrmr, juicrd 
sadly |nward| the ehajird, Many a mtink who mw 
the pry|,;rrs.s of tfic two lurried a:*4de In hide t grill rif 
jay. Martin, the Hliffmrrked, the wdilary, llic dfiBmilii€5r.| 
was caught wryngatuing, and c'iiitijK*lled In |my tlli 
{.jcrmlty ! IhwekI far the rtiarraw's hi.iur cif gnu^ip* Hii, 
ha, ha! lire unkind hiippiness weiil rtmtid 

the bratherhocKl. 

Martin rciidied the chance! nf the old clmpel^wilJl 




with lights and precious stones, its mellowed tMibt 
holding alt th»‘tt was mortal of the monastic 
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(;iiAPTi*:K I-'"" 
urximu THi'.sF. vtnr.r.s 

^PflRKM hntirs uf tlir wr^ny h.iJ , 

^ ;ttut M^u'tfU. Wf4'U tuyb ilvMh ih^ 

ri|.n:iur of thv tin- thr |»r 4 yri •. .iinl ihr 

whi[>, w*‘is pf* <‘«!f 4fr lw'f*»fr ihr .ill, If. 4 ’*'!» tun !*> 
nioiuistic iyUnr, IR’ lav lhrr<’ lunoUv l»rf%ilhino , 
hiH eyes were elosoil, hi’. iMlflf-il lounls Hisj»p^»rlerl h'vi 
throhhht|>,^ hrmv. hi** In^srl u-.e. 4 hn «'-4 juiinti, h.*r thr 
j,HlUtshnu:nl. tuul, IwTti Ikm^^v. I'hr orratr-'ii yl" ^|.|1 
is ;i Un.) srUNilivr i.on^< icu* r. 

Hut ojiufurt r.iinr, .r* utu*4 r^tur 4l Li ’ it, 

to the lif*ive hrnrt. U“hi!r M.tritiL'* ii^nly W4‘. -fill 
prosiriile with wrnkiit'^ni, tu"* tiiitul iTiMirfrifi 
strength iU»l hi^* itiingiinttiun gnvr him 
joyfyl dreams, I1ir saints wrrr there ; iliry hail 
come to siilvr hi.'^ iiains auil give him glaihirss. Nay 
morci he hitn?adf Ihrmigh h$s fiorrow wa^. t»nr »»f file 
hofioyrei! arriiy--4tir r!r<l of Hra%^ru, lli-^ heart 
recovered s|refi|;lli with a lhr«4i. m « 

fifociiis meiltcirii:, Ilul the aching* sian^ril, and 
stiffened lirrihi m he fried In move lliriig relinkril 
Wi vanity. A i?iartyr**-die I A ^ainl— hef 'No! he 
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agony of his fettcrdom recurred. No monk can be a 
martyrl His hopes had Icii him astray. With 
h«»vy heart he struggled to bis knee* an«l bcfjan 
’ ^ain the passionate round of prayers. GocI ? let me 
. .. of ui^ : oh, let me be of use 5 — that »9i« a(>f)eal 
^ y^woultinSe among them. Then obedient to the rule 
< hf his Supwrior, Manin scourgwl himself, until with 
I lack scored and Mmling he again fell forward In a 
hi^swoonj exhausted. 

The sound of distant music crepit into his cars; 
he opened his eyes wide, listening. Then he could 
hear a regular soft sound like the cadence of mighty 
moving winp. Perhaps it was the breeae of mid. 
night finding passage through the empdy chapel. 
But Martin’s imagination suggested «a visitation of 
triumphant sainta The music came loutlef—mcarer : 
ft sosmed to be a strong vm'ce in the distance swwtty 
tinging a happy song. The melody'and the regular 
wafting sound brought balm to his nerves. He rttse 
once more to his knees, holding by both hands to the 
rail which divided the Holy of Holies of that 
Christian church from the Cancel Hungrily he 
abeorbed the joy and the comfort with which the 
distant music fed him. With ears alert he was listen* 
• I ingi with intaat he looked at the golden altar, 
and tihtffi above the tal>^macle, where the sacramental 
elements uwe kept, at the polnfeod window with its 
ifoiy of the death of the Uft^ivor. ^ 

\ Ttunuj^ tibe graat window the white mooiit%ht 
; r it teM Martin iundl the mart^ 

•' of iilw glory. The Meedity 
'' for tihe pan df«i tratw had his 
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Suddenly it seemed as if the splendid window parted 
in two and opened outwards, letting in a volume of 
light, almost blindingly bright Martin closed his ^ 
eyes for the moment: h e opene d them^tO-S^a 
glo^ gus figure sail in on extendecTv^gs and flight 
at the fo ot of Qie Altar. I tjwa^H^^^^^l^aj^ j I 
from Heaven — a majestic persjmality bearing the j I 
flashing lineaments of one of God's seraphim. His ' j 
head and his face, which shone with dazzling whiteness, ■ 
were crowned with a helmet decorated on both sides 
with winglets. Yellow hair fell in wavy glistening 
locks to his shoulders. He was clad in the armour 
which God's warriors wear. At his sides were wings 
now folded — golden they appeared to be at first, but 
as Martin's eye^ became used to the brilliance he saw 
that they sparkled with many different and continu- 
ally changing colours. From the angel's presence 
radiated gladdenkig light : he was clothed in a holy 
aureole. 

“ Hail, brother, hail to you !” he said in a voice of 
surpa^ng sweetness. *Tn the name of th e Hig hest ! 

JIail!" 

Martin still kneeling, looked up at bj ^visitp r as one 
amazed. Who was this majestic being, and why was 
he there? Was it Death? Had Azrael come to 
Mm ? If so. Death was splei|(lki and vary faeautifuL 
But the angel^ divining the thmight in Martin's mind, f 






■;/- 




/ 


said,, ar^Ztorog^ t to irou is^ jaiQt*>Qfj 

dea A : it is of Hfe — ^ rei^wed Kfe, aini of splendid | / 

ymt are the most favoured^ ' 
amoa^ mea : Q>d* ycm a pdvilege which I 

wcmld he He trusts and J 

''fm pcjsSive utility. 


#1 
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This house with its iron rules and f.linrlrr! notions 
although an excellent institiili»>n r«<r ihr dtiil i* a 
torture-prison to you. You have cajwciiv uf vtrmrth 
and love which God would ihc to it, utmost Aw 
,^ou prepar<^ to bear a mighty burden, to tMuw 
ji sxtrfio^s of cold and heat, hunger, weakness, and 
/ f f t-allwring ternjE|atton. l» give up all the i„vs of 
I , his earthly life— and they are more to y.m than you 
I fan estimate or realise at this moment .4 sorrow and 
fcam-aye, even to suffer death ; am} only m 

Are you ready to enrlure all this, my brother ? " 
IVTartins brain was In a whirl of excitement. Was 
the opportunity he .so often prayed for? 
He bowed his head and trcmblal. i Ic knew hr was 
on the brink of the mighty abyss wh,«e liasr is rich 
with^ope but whose depths Z hidden undS ll’t 

“ Then come at on ce 1 ” 

Martin rose with“'painful effort to hi* f«^ ,w. 

gnre me strength that I 

^3eS®ir%h^'S ?f 7 

of fear through which I maw * * **' 

,to look for that brightest of ST^i^r ® 

jth.t ,no,j wpfc, If “ 

W weafc, p.^God IVa»r. h„, L 
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The stnnped aiul Idessecl Martin, "(‘ome, 

brother, Ix’ l>rave ; it is time." S(t sayinj' he took 
the m<njk in his arms, spread the mi^jlily vvinys and 
sailed through the openetl window, whieh riosrd 
bchfud thent with a sigfh^out iiUti the uitdovirlcd night. 

So Martin left the Monastery of the Blessed 
Ascension ; only the sciiurge, wearing its sugges- 
tion of i)loo<l-stains, lay on the ehancel fltwir. tJi 
remind the brethren of the penanca- whirh h.nl 
l)ecn hut p.irlially done, and *»f that lonely one 
who had iieen eondemneti {«» do the penaiue. 
For many days — for weeks — for months whith 
Ictigthened into ye.irs— tlsc monks waited fiir the 
return of Martht. The love which t}u?y hnri denieri 
him when he v<iis with litem was born in his absened -. 
and lived in the form of more than «tne traditionil 
Hut the nftcr-love of the oticn-negligent is damnatior^ 
to the heart tlnWE owns it. The Superior who had 
set Martin his {nmance lic.s buried in the chapel ; 
the brethren who smileti at the conviction of the 
star-gazer, the saint-lover, the mystic, the fcK>l, the 
solitary, have all gone to their places in the land of 
waiting, May they have rest, and when the good! 
Gcxl choosy, a joyful r e-awakm g 1 For, after att; they | 
were to be pitied. 

The angel alighted in the 4nona8teiy garden, and 
holding Martin by the hand, led him to the tree 
beside whtclv he had read and dreamed over the 
Saints’ Btjok. On the very »wt_jwhere, but a few 
hours before, the Supedor had uttered his rebuke, 
MarJin diij^vewi^a^tig^clysri^^ golden 

flame. awa|ti^ him. This was lh© m«ms of his 
flight from the old life to _a ^jaesjr jplat» wherein he 
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was to know the joys of usefjfaess y, Yet, the passing 
from the hoinior^^yqui^^ours could not be 
entirely pangless. Martin loved the brethren 
although they had not loved him. He rejoiced at 
tl^ re-birth of opportunities, and yet was saddened 
at Ate thought that the Monastery of the Blessed 
Ascension was to know him no more. The old turret 
whence he had gazed at the mysterious sparkling 
worlds in Ae heavens, the musty scriptorium with its 
tneasure^store of illuminated manuscripts, the cloisters 
in whc^ stony shadows he had seen the remains of 
mote than <Hie monk buried, the little cell where 
te had sighed and slept and prayed before the 
wooden crucifix, which had often trembled under his 
fcis®e% tte garden of flowers where so many of his 
dreams had come to him — all were to be left, it was 
tbei^ur of an^ ^emal far^ell. , A sigh burst from 
■ and sorrow. . Good- 

, Mbr&i went to the flowers and 
Blastily he fastened them 
gfiarded them with loving hand. 

old life, farewell, 


and for the few 
eyes in prayer, 
led, and upward, 
new place. The 



dawn on the sleeping world, which —st> gentle was 
the m<4ion of the soaring chariot — scented to Itc ever 
falling and ever dwindling. Very soon the itnmaslcry 
waif lost in smallness, ^and the country apfKiared a 
vast, dark plain, brttken here ami there with rivers 
and flood, on whiclt the mcKmlxtiutis gleamed, making 
them appear as fKilished silver. In the course of a 
brief time .such details as rivers, lakes, aitfl seas were 
lost to the eye, and the earth it.sclf, a great sphere, 
ind 

onward, the jearth aitpearwl as j. srcscept whc^rcjhc 
sunlight ktsHc^ a fringe of i t. Martin knew the 





When Martin ha*! HiifTnrirntly rccnvcrcd his 
fxTsona! cnnfinicncc to n'lras«' his ('vrs fmm the 
sanctuary of his hands, hr !<«>kcil In'torr hijn ami 
saw that they wrrr rapidly approai hiny afiothcr 
splicrc - this one bleak and l>are — a t-lolw inaji stio* in 
its loneliness, terrible in ifs iiiUvcdness. horrible 
through its silence. It was the iiuhui, on whose 
placid face Martin fiat! often ga/cd with admiration 
and awe; hut iwiw, as the chariot b>re him s|K:edily 
lowartls it, the tnotin tcrrifwnl him with its vast ac- 
cumulation of wastctl matter. Us dreatiful lifclcssncss, 
its eternal grcyncss, its ever-present suggestions tif the 
sepulchre, its sameness and its silence. He shutl- 
tlcrctl am! was imjtrlletl to scream ; the recollection t>f 
the terms of liis rect-nl prayer came to^hirn, however, 
ami. with an effort, he was brave. Hut the mmin w;is 
very horrible, and the nearer he was Ixirnc to it the 
greater grew his terror. His face waj| livid, his tund.s 
clutched one another ; the flrjwcrs in Ins girdle 
shrivelled ; they were the childrett of a kindlier place 
than that which Martin then saw. 

The angel alightcti on the pinnacle of a mighty 
rock. He waited with foldetl wings until the chariot, 
' drawn it seemed by invisible intelligences, approached 
near to him, then, pointing with right hand at a sIo^k; 
down which was scorc^ the mark of a dead water- 
course, he opened his wings and Bew to die place 
indicated. ^ 

Martin, who had not lost his fear, was driven by 
a terrible suspicion to spimk. 

" Is this my destination ? ” be ask^. 

** Ho, broiler ; but you must wait here while I bear 
a greeting to one of the guaidians of this place. I 
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have a missicai to prrforfo, Wlini that h floor I 
.shall rcliiro and lead you with* ait pati’a* lo yfuir 

ultimate dcstinalinu, I’hts -the plart* tif your life 

and w«>rk ? No. you have many joys ami privilrijrs 
to come. Bui i»f that ji is not for me to s|M”ak. L 
am hut Zuron, ouf” of the messm^rrs fif !li|.dmsli 
My rnissicni is to cutuluci yf»u to^ sai^r of the spirits 
work!* who will lest am! im-trtni you. You are highly^ 
favoured, brother. Of all the imillitudc t*f morlall 
beings irvho have bn^allierl ami are lirealhing nn Ihrse 
myriads of world, sC am! with sweeping' .ariri Zurori 
pointed niimd the lustvens at stars %vhirlu owing to 
the then whit«“? daylighu Martin's eyes roulrl nol 
dislinguislg “m*lone has exfierienreil what you arc 
going tf'i know%4usr even iinaginefl what you are |o tie 
privileged to sec* ; bill l>c paikntt, hrolherp and priiy, 
I shall BOtm return/' 

Martin had bedfn lisientng with l>reatbte%s aitrntion. 
He wanted lo ask many «iuc.slions, but just then the 
chariot reached the appointed sloja*. and, assisted by 
Zuron* he desernded from it. 

The groynci licncalh bis feel %va.H m.i cold that il 
pained him* much m burning fire gives pain lo the 
naked flesh, and the glare of tlie grey-wbite rocki 
seared his eyes, There was no colour* nor viiriely, 
nor softening through dbtancet to relieve the tension 
on his sight As far iii his vision could eKtcnd—ancI 
from the slope on wdiich they alighted that wm very 

...... * ■» i 
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and gaunt. But rvrn m<«rc terrible than the bare- 
ness. was the silrncr that |»rrvailed. There arc no 
voices in the rnr^nr : at least. «.n<;h as riuirkil cars 
could hear, No rivers sing their songs or murmur 
their litjtiid plaitits ; no in-€«;^s hum; no ionghlrd.s 
carol, at least to the human scfv*r, I he tnoyn is a 
sphere ticad. A rnynufnciit of the pivrrty of mere 
piat tcr. a reUc of exhausted life, a place < tf dre^ 

It Ix’cafne at once itrtoirrahir to Martin. Before 
the angel had rlcpartrr! hr cricrl " Ho not leave me. 

I am afraid 1" 

'* .'Xfraid, liroihrr? There are m* tempters or tempta* 
tions within ihonsaiidi of leagues of the m«K»n. The 
devils do not Ironhle dead worlds or the husks f»f dead 
men. Be brave ! *' * 

*' But it is so lonely atui horrible." 

" Itoihln ? Ah. tncu lmvc liniiied si^ht you shall,, 

■ set; t h^nuKin 49 jitgcls sec iL' Zurrfn leaned forward 
and kissed Marlin's hrow. Then the angel tfx>k hi* 
(light, and had *oon sjicd Ircyoml the belt of 
mountains at the horinnn. 

Martin looked around, as one who has experienced 
a miracle, and to his |Kwr human conception it was a 
»uj)crb miracle. 

It seemed as if films had been taken from before 
^ his eyes, Th® 

1 melon appeared no longer dcatl and colourless. "TTie 
» ground on which be stood had ceased It* he cold and 
^ , ► bare. Soft grass covered the floor of the mcxMi, lom# 
't,y^ ambitious blades clasped him to tlw ankles ; Its 
delicate greenness, so pleasant to the eym after the 
r ttarmin of the unrelieved gti^nesa, atretcht^ on and cm. 
softening all the harshima which had fxreviously been 

♦ 
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so hurtful ; up and down tho sloj>cs it lived and wavctl, 
through dingles and dells, and over the unbroken 
meadows which comprised the once bare plains ; it 
mounted the hills and craters an<i partly clitnlx'd the 
greet mountains, many t.f which n<nv aj>|>eared purfile 
in the haze of distance, "thtuigh the summits nf nearly 
all those it} sight were cr<»wnc<l with sukw. In 
numerable wild flowers grew •among the grasses, 
Martin saw many that reminded him <<( those he hatl 
left behind in the monastery garden ; but these new, 
fiowcr.s of the vivified tufsiu gave hint particular^ 
pleasure, because of the variety of t»cw shajws ajid, 
colours which he saw among them. Then the 
pleasant murmur «tf flowing, then the massive music 
of falling, waters greeted his ears. The plain which 
strctcheri Iwfore him ntiw was rrossetl l»y many 
streams and rivers, and to the right of the sJojic on 
which he and t|jc winged chariot were, was a sleep 
cascade which, as it fell ii}to the ahyss where it was 
lost, gave forth a circular rainbiw, It was a very 
lovely diversified scctie, aiul for some time Martin 
enjo yed, its beauties. He was grateful to Kuron for 
tliejoy which through the new faculties of vision had 
been given him, Gratitude t that rcmimicd him ! 
Sinking on his knees, he trowed hi.s head to the 
ground, and, with hands and^facc burled among the 
flower*, prayed with a joyful and a fearful heart. 

After a whilg he rose, with a keen iwnsc of happiness - 
in hi* breast, and saw Enron iwturnlng with another A* • 
ceWal Wcrarch. 

“ TK!* i* the fortunate mortal, brother," said Euron Vvi 
to his com{»nion, as soon a* they had alighted on the- 
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For *1 fcnv Zur>m '^1,1% nl it\ ri-»tn*rrnr %%'ilti 

his brother thru with r»f Iih 

wiiiR-H ^swiftly fcilliiwril. until hr latitr uji luflt ihr 
Sf>cr!clifig cli;irio|, 

**Sk!ep, brcilhrr,*' lu* %ii«l to J^fartin. Martifi tm 
the flcKir rtf the car amf ‘4e}it 


0 


* 
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1^ AfiTIN awnkr iiftrr .1 wfiilr .iiic! «i|i-i€wt to stretch 
^ ^ hi’i limln. I !r : Ihr rh^rifil 

riirryiiH! him thr«ni|'h ^j*4<-r wtm'h in urcy 

tlliffiilahlr %‘,t"4tnrHn r^niml him Jm4 tutinvr him 
J^^irnn u%i*4 flyin|.j, hi’^ wini^i iinil -the jiinimw of 
Ihr rhiirii4 krrjnni: limr in thrir rhylhmirii,! 

Miiftin i«w»kc€l rnmi.inlly ril thr i%w comfort* 
He wm fcrlmg thr »wr nf ^iijirrmr l^mrlinc^i They 
were m% very fur fmm niiin, itm! hi^ Innniio , httrt 
ycurnetl for human 4i:icirty. 

A^tin he ijaml anHimi Thr e*irlh ancl the mcicm 


nenveiiH* amivc, amuriti, iimi iiriftw inr 

tfiii iti ftlinet!i* hut the 'Htjliir wm all 


periflous. I ie rememtifrcfl the mcRin-arigcr^ refmi(rf;l 
apficiil: ricii your htiinlljly.** t|ow..couM he 


ishameci of the vanity of hk tiW, fUMt niw»t 

life 

After t while Zuron ate of the fruit and Mirtte 
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joined in the feant Still they went nfi thrir jminicy. 
It seemed endless, and Martin, su f.ir as the 
inonictjtary cntlF^ok was crmrrrnrd. nnist (nftnt»!nnine-i. 
There was ahsr^lnfely fin rhangr in the scene* ; if, was 
noU^^ht hilt a cnntifunais vista nf nrv.y spai-r, with 
here and there in Ihe^exlrrinr disianre ;t v4ifary 
beaming star, or a sun with its planriary sysirnn 
or a great nehnla of himinoiif vapnir where Criwl; 
was creating a nvw world. dSvifr a r*anrf, with 
its fiery tail, swept uiiw,trd past Znr^»n afid tiis 
charge^ aiul f‘*ncc they went thr*-»tigh a flmid t4 
metccirH ; hut Dcrrpt hir thrsr irrinendiaiH inamfr^ta- 
tioiw of ffirre. there was nothing t<i interrsi JItlarlin ^ 
in that [K^riod of travel. 

It wan. hoijrvrr. a very profiiabte time for him 
pcrscinalty. lie found himself in wirh a sityaliofg 
that he was aide |o rc^disr^ as he couhl have ihnir 
nowfirrc else. rclalipiy|^Ti«*tl. He nn<lefst*wiiJ 

the truth iti to llir divine rvistenrr, and at the same 
time iaw» what in hi^ tn»»nasti«' life hr rould not 
possibly have seen«-^for in wduti human eclair 
mere man assume more?— that the hnmaii chiim lui 
GckI wan very rnimilc ; yet lluil riaim fiatl l:wcf| 
wondcrfiilly rcwarck^ by the Oeator, Mitn had life 
bestowed yjKin Inm, and life meant, not merely Iramil- 
tory existence on the crust nf^a jiliUiei, bill Itic? tia|i|-il- 
nesi and work of an iiflcr-dealli exfierirnce, wticr© 
the immorlalisccl meirtat has the prlvtlrgr of 
God Jn Ills universal acts tif rrrative lieneficmce 
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Ztiffni fificl l>rrii flyiiin ■" * ^ 

siiddcrily fii?^ hoiiij rrancfl. A ficrrr liidit Hhour in ^ * j. ? 
his ry^s, hc! flewniflrii !<» thr ^idr nf fhi' »infl 

flew protrrtini^ly rtitnid ,1111.1 rrnifid tuid over if, ;v^ 
dw!W a inolhrr bird rounit and her liflli: uiir *5 

when llicy are Ihrratrncd hy hnvl cd [irrv. 

Marlin strained hin rvT\ Iryinif !*» discover the 
I object of ZiirotiX an^ry nlaiH'r'ifnul the eaii^^e nf his 

j slranye jicnlurbalion , but hr ronld scr nothiii|^, not 

f even a solitary star -■ t here nothinrf, so far as hr 

coidd realise* to relieve Ihr ^treyness uf ^parr. 

I So it coiiiinuet! hir a finir, rinltl stiddmly another 

fK^rsonality flew into view, anti rainc rvith womlerfiil 
fleelness dirertly lowardn them. 1‘his wm an 
anRe!. very |»owrrfiih and |MiH*4rsH€d of some majesty^ 
f bill not shininy with lhal Rlorions tiriRhlnes*4 which 

P irradialrd Znron, The liRhl that sorroiiofled him 

f w.'iH Uiritl — hr (^irrird with him «•* hr flrw iiit evil 

aurcnic of (Irtmcfi, Hi** («<T,iir!ij»ilr the jiritir IsenciUh 
which he ami his fcll«»ws strive to hide the pain of 
I liclldom, was working with llw pangs of ever-present 

5 «4Sony. 

' " Ker,rel f *' siiitl ZtinMt slowly ami seriously. 

I Remembering the wools of the mtiort>aitgclt Martin 

! concludet! this was an enemy to dread. The eyes 

E of Ke*rel confirmctl Martin's conclusion. 

. The unhappy angel, ixissessed of the daring of 
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Marlin tikr ^v\ ima|;:jr of ^|oor, frmrn with fear, 

fa.%ciiutrtl a bir*! h %;ii4 In tic h)* f!ir ryc^i nf a 
llirratcfiing w'ff'irn!. Zurnn wan walctiing flic enemy 
cln^cty. 

Snclilenly Kr/rr} lurnol. Wiiti right arm 
hr jiniwi a which imfi! then hail ticcf'i liidtlcn. 

Hr hiirlrfl if. hkr a Hath nf rrc| Itghlniiig it flew 
triwanh Martin, wH»» *&!«»« wl mntionlr^^^, fiaralywl— 
hill il.H ’ifayrth Willi a migfily rfTnrl of 

lii% •sprang forward, afi«l raiighl flic 4iaft 

rrr it hail rrachnl iln iargrt. ‘rhrn throwing the 
! !^|‘rar iivin the thafi*»f, hr liirnrtl an<l flrw tnwarili 
j Kr/frl. Tbr angrhi. r.if;h W'llli a halllc^rry, flashed 
jimidly inpiin^st f»fir annihrr. caught «>nr iinrithrr 
I in a wraltifn! gnp, and wrr-iilrfl fmkm^y, Sn 
I far an apjirarancc^s wrng iliry termed crjUiilly 
mairhrd, hill for a time Kr/rrI had the ficlirr of 
the combat ^ 

Martin cotild not Inil ire lltr drtail'!i of the ulniggle, 
I Ic wa?i nhockrcH-lerrifir*!' --helplr^^ The thoiighl nf 
ficmilhlc liiiman strife hatl alwayii tirrii agony to tiinit 
.and fhiw wm the utrife of angcL! He ccniltl ciiily cry 
to Hea%T^n for help for I IcavcnX t:tiai?i|»iciii. From 
. I ;thal fncMnenl of agoni^eti firaycr I tic tide of viciciiy 
tnriiccl Still _thc angcli ff>iiglit ,«id ^^iraiiied 
^ ^mldy—it wm a of gremlcf limn glarit.i-«-biil 
'^1 ' Eiiron wm ^yccccillng new, 

I Sbwiy Keircra cATorli became lesi epargttic He 
r * wai being defeated, and a moii teiicfiil cxpretiioti of 
baffled 4mlm and increaml billtf hat© ifalnit all 
things fi0l of Hell was ihroimi in hli fam Tit 
mwntowiaiice of a fiow^wl dteiril it ll» 

ef li^ tUng thm eimr ]mm hem m mm will 'he. 
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Martin shuddered to see it, but he could not remove 
his glance from that yellow face with the fierce green 
eyes. • 

There was a desperate rally on the part of Kezrel. 
A fragment of time v^as crowded with tremendous 
incidents. Zurpn^^retained Jy s ascendancy. A cry 
from Martinis champion rang out, and was answered 
by blasphemy from Kezrel. The latter tried with a 
violent effort to tear himself away. But Zuron 
caught and held him fast ; then, raising his writhing 
enemy in his arms, he hurled him down homewards 
— Hell wards. The devil felljike ^ stone, attracted,, as 
all things of evil are, to the root and centre of all 
e^ ; just as beings and things of good are drawn l 
certainly and #irresistibly to Heaven. He turned 
over and over; then, with one wing fluttering, 
attempted to stay his panic-stricken tumble, but still 
he fell — down, d€>wn, mercilessly, continuously down, 
striving with one wing to restrain the swiftness of 
descent ; the other wing hung motionless ; it was 
useless — broken. In the last desperate struggle 
Zuron had partly torn it from its socket. An un- 

sgeakahile^ense^ of relief lightened Martin's nund, 

when at last JKe2:rer disapp^ared^^^^ depths b§^ 

He had known fear, now he knew the joy of real 
safety: he had been threatened by one of the 
dreadful army, and seen that one utterly vanquished. 
He looked ^p to express thanks to his deliverer ; 
but Zuron’s eyes were gazing blindly frontwards : he 
was looking into a^kngdo^^oftt^ugh^^ lips were 
moving, his arms' ’^SecrosseTra*^!]^ Martin 

respected the angel's abstraction. He dared not dis- 
turb his reverie or his prayers ; and so in a silence 
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atiRcfs. cbanlin^, flmv towar*!** tlirin iuul arminiMnircl 
them, ami Ix-liire M.krlin fniimi him.»clf aur- 

rouiu!c<Mjy a Ixxly gH.iKl, the in«»st inilii.iu!. 
and MniKirrful, th.il ever am! ever will aUrml 

a !)c!fi^; 'tlill rulwil in the vcsUnc of morlalily. 

As Znnm was vny near to him. Martin, on 

an iiiipitlse. {mi to thr .nl^;el a rjncsliuii which had 
Iwcn cvolvintj in !hs rniml. * 

"Is Heaven my < lest inal ion ?" 

ZurorT^iomfecl inwards a {jart uf the firmament 
{'lowing with glad roseate light, the luminance In-ing 
rcftcctcil on the faces ami wings of hin s(hrittial tom- 
{lanions as they all brcastctl joyfully homewards. 

" Yes, brother, Utatyeti ja yemr prcse nLjli^tiiiatifm. 
ami nSSWff is there. We are within the spficit: 
tlifcmgir vvhicii, exequ by the ex|ircs« command of 
the Highest, no ficml nor man can go. Itut, hsik f one 
{KKjr, baffled .sinqt. the least of the original rcbchs 
mt.Hlc<l by the arc h -enemy, has csca{>C(i fr«»m Hell, has 
flown through sjracc, and now strives ceaselessly 
to beat hi.s way through this sjrhcrc of celestial in* 
fluence, in a passionate desire to reach i leaven's gate, 
there to plead for forgiveness and restoration.” 

Martin then saw art angel, dark and pain-stricken, 
with tears on his earnest face, moving his wings with 
the energy of despair, striving, with cries of remorse, 
to force a passage through the Itoly sphere bounding 
God’s place. ,^The wretched one’s wings moved con- 
stantly and frantically in unprc^pwilve flight ; with 
weary hands lie continually beat bis brMst, he never 
ceased to shed tears of ytter reKwafc anoB.>sMsd to 
sob remorse j but still 

He ocHiki not pudh his m,y dluotig h that circle or 
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Heaven’s influence which is foreij'n an<i itniwssahlr. 
to all but the inhabitants of the h.ifjjhcst of places. 
The sight rcmindctl Martin of a I'agrd bird .striving 
to force its way to lilierty, with flutlerin}; wings 
pres.sing its breast against invisible bars. Ituf this 
w.a.s cau.se fur tlec'pcr pathos than any w*>rl<lly sight. 

A.s they went past him, many of lltc angels accom- 
panying Martin calletl clux'rfully to him. 

“ Courage, I’crucl 1 I Io[k' ! " 

With .such words the atigcls streiigtliened the re- 
viving virtue of their old ftn;. 

Then .said Zuron to Marlin: "Of all the vast 
hordes <if rebels vviio, led bj' Satatj, strtive to dejiusc 
the Creator, but r>nly succeeded in first creating .Sin, 
Peruel alone has practically tried , to regain the 
honour and virtue lust. The devil-world is now as 
ever rebellious and malign. Now as ever are the evil 
ones promoting dc-signs antagonistic to the plans of 
‘God. By now, Kestrel will have reached Hell and 
told his prime lord of your aftjKarancc with me, and 
, very soon will the enemies be on your track, search* 

' ing through the worlds which crowd infinity until 
they find you. By attempting to destroy your virtue 
and your faith th^ will endeavour to wrcaJc tlcVnish 
1 revenge — the vengeance which is supremely mean-— 
i on God. But be br%vc, my brother. Ifidelity .Md 
tr ust are the streng ths: you urc quite safe^if 
you place, your ^curity in Him whom sve adore. So 
have no fear, you nood not be aifVaid 1 “ 

Martin listened hungrily, while with pitiful heart he 
watched the diminishing figure of Ferucl. Bmve 
spirit I he thought. There is hope for the worst If 
only they will make efforts to obtain it 
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As they progressed new angels appeared and 
joined them : all were singing : as the spiritual ones 
joined company they gave to each other the greetings 
of glad comradeship. Gradually they formed a 
splendid procession. Zuron led, then followed the 
chariot bearing Martin, then in proud ranks the 
seraphim and warriors of God, flying with wings 
which flashed forth multitudinofls, diversely coloured 
rays, and chanting one grand united song. Martin 
gazed and listened with rapture, until the rapture 
drew him to a strange sense of sadness, and the 
sadness to deep humility. 

In J^his way., thet^-Loaoured .mortal approached the 
summit of human hopes. He was surrounded with 
glories and at ^he head of a procession of all pageants 
and processions not to be equalled for power and 
beauty, majesty, wisdom, love, and delight &;|t ^t|i.e 
gate of Heaven is very terrible to the body of man^ 
Material things tremble before tne manifestations of 
the spiritual estate, and Martin trembled at the sight 
of that supreme portal, ^hough it wa a the gate oi 
Hope. He knelt and prayed, and gazed, until his 
eyes were dazed with the exceeding brightness, and 
he bowed his head. His human heart sank lower, and 
he shed some tears. 

Courage, brother,” were Jhe last words Zuron 
said to him, before the aerial journey was at an end. 
“ No faint hegrt ever pas sed beyond H eaven's gate : 
your mourning is out of place here] THe**omy 
lamentations the angels hear are those of the ill- 
treated, the despised, and the n^lected of the in- 
habitants of the worlds ; the only sound of sorrow 
welcomed within these walls is that which comes from 

c 
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the penitent lieatt. S<i tiav<’ rmu‘;u;c. htr^lirr. Ytm 
are going amongst thf*sc uiu) Inve llr o!»n! aiit! 

sing» for Heaven in the place of sriiv:;s’ Hark l«i the 
chorus of wclcoUK'' — li‘^trn tlu" music -'-see ifir 
cycles of celestial cau’s oLerl in light, raisnig Mnur 
voices^ playing their inslvnmrfvls, exiu'r’’siiig hive and 
life and light Fraisi* thr ('r('a!<‘r. TraiM: 

Son, Praise His llrjy Name! t'nui 4 gi:.g brother— 
courage, courage! and be glad:" 

Zuron lifted Marlin from tfie c'hari«'4, uiiirh then 
passed cm within, away from his sigju, and the angel 
ami the matr slofn! beneath lh<’ hurnini; gi^nrla! which 
lived with oninth^ss tights as iluiugh r'Mn.triHird of 

preebus gems, eaHi cf attaining a vital flame and 

watched tlu' long procession of singing aiigrds pass 
U> their various places in the Hcalm ui' rcrfecl Didight, 
When the processiiMt had passrd, ZuM»n took ^larlins 
hand and sjioke t*j a shining ony nf sad, swrcl 
countenance, who had approached am! was standing 
in the centre of the glorious entrance, llronig my 
brother, here is your chargi'F iticn turning to Maiiiig 
he kissed his brow, Inirewtdh hi-otlier. I go In 
kneel by the tfimne of the Albldithrr. Oh, the Joy 
of being in Heaven once more!** 

Zuron spread his wings and flew* hastily iijiwiirit 
above a bright stairway. Miirlin h.»okrd after hiiig 
but the angel was very Hocm lost in the nf great 
brightness. 

Broon touched MartlnX heiid with thr tiincJ of 
benediction^ and said the one word* ** Wctcoiiic.'* 
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niiOON ANII ins rKMANfF, 

OROON k:cl the way un<l Martin fullmved. As 
they went ahniit tin: silver aiul a/iire palltway 
ihrouijh a cinninit euneonrse ut sjarils, 

Marlin was Inn. hewihJeretl am! upjiressril with the 
sense of his ttnwnrthim^ss to look artanu! him : he* 
was fuitiih ami dumli^ amt hlim! tc» all !nil his yjral 
gooi! forluiie, aiifl eouKl tnily follow witli tremhliti|t 
fulclity the feel of the ange! inhths 

ile was irt Heaven in Heaven in Heaven! This 
was^thc idea whieh with the regtilarily uf bh^aTlMstls 

throbl>eti Ihrongh his brain. Heaven the syminil «)f 

all mcriV aspiralitms, the Ralaee^nf the King- 
dom of Christ*, the cilory of the vielorious souls, |iie 
prayer-filacc of the Saints* the H«unr of i|ir blessed 
Hplril- world : he \vM._|iiore ! y is sandalled feci were » 
treading the a/ane {sitfiway ! Ikddre him shone one ■ 
of the compiiny of angels, Celestial music siduied 
his cir^i sillhoiigli he was yet not qualified lo ii|i« 
preciate a tithe of its detights. The friigniricc of 
flowers* a thoysaridfotd more deliciouH than the Hcenis 
of the old weirkh floated rouml him. Hut he ivas too 

human, and it was loo noon after his arrival for tiiiii 

m 
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fully to appreciate the favour and happiness then 

met 

With hands folded on his breast and tonsured head 
bent down humbly, Martin followed Broon. 

They passed from the marble region of the gateway, 
with its multitude of joyfurspirits, into the green 
shades and refreshing solitudes of an arboreal and 
floral paradise. Martin's eyes were aching wit h the 
excessive brightness of Heaven's light. He had 
"placed his hands over his brows in order to relieve 
the strain on his sight ; at last he was compelled to 
call to Broon to stop. 

“ Rest awhile," said the angel ; “ in this retreat you 
can accustom your eyes to the celestial light You 
will soon gain relief. Then seize your opportunities 
^^for seeing and learning. You m^^^ in 

H He ayai some littk audj^en will go to ajigw^ 

I ^ d estination, w here a very great privijfge and re^spon- 
^^ ; SibiHty^,^iil^be^ upon you." 

As he was speaking Broon took Martin by the 
hand, led him to a recess, and bade him sit on a 
hillock of velvet turf. The angel then went to an 
adjacent tree and plucked fruit which Martin soon 
began to eat, for he was hungry, and the food was 
good. 

A,jbij^ with plumage of black and flaming scarlet 
flew frdlttf some neighbouring foliage and perched on 
the branch of a small tree near Martii^. After the 
lovely creature had rustled and fluttered for a little 
while it gave f<^h Joyous melody . Martin listened 
entranced. IJis min dTost its subiectiv eness ; the 
ted was„jdiawmgL^5^ out of himself and Jnducinsr 


leaven's wonders . His eyes gained 



—in ileavcni with the promi^c nf work U» onne. 

When he hat) finiMhml I«h meal. Hrtxm, over whose 
head and al>i>ut whtisc fed and .shuuldcrs a swtTctly 
twittering congregation of beautiful birds was flutter" 
ing, came to him. 
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** Arc pm rested. Marliti 

I «im filled with an nirr^^y I n%:vvv knv.w iiiTnrr. I 
was dead/’ 

** l)cad !'* said Hrf>r»n, Vnii arc nni dead, 

Ychi arc very nnuh alive, atuRdc“'4infai, yrHi 

continue worthy and willini:, !<» d*^ a yj'cal deal of 
material W'ork on a^inatrtial Uf^rld, lirf*»re an aii|;cl 
of death comes from the C.j’cal<»r fake ymir Miii! 
from its tenement. Vrni nnr4 have wimdernl why the 
seraph Zumn has yon lirri.' in 'an. h a miracu- 

lous way from the ae,nrer:ati«ai rd“ aOan^ wlurh ymi 
cal! Earth, It w.e^ his fd»d-|pvcii fluty lo h-ring you 
hither. It is my Ciudedven «!uty to tidl you the 
divine reasons fur this transferrsuT, and I will do 
so; but not at this numienl : you tare luii f|yi|e 
fcady* llie first thing, lor you f#i ilu fs to realise 
clearly that you are in llfsivcm and to s|r*re up 
recollcctiuns in your inimk ra.,t that %hrn the sprrial 
trials come'--“‘atKi as certain as cdid's I'hroue they 
will come— you may keep the hailh. Liion my 
shoulderH rests a great responsihility. I am to 
ipreparc you for that service which, in your uii- 
|5pf.)kcn prayrrs«-“arul no prayers rr.icti llravru, or 
"lilel!, so certainly as the unspoken i men you have 
l^ftcn asked for. I have been selected for this task 
wt of Ihc! cominunitywEif lfc?aven. Iirciiuse 1 have had 
especial knowledge of ytnir earth iintl its men* and 
their particular trials and weaknesses/^ 

** You know the worki, as orre who has lived IhcrcF* 
**Aye, Martin. I want to know yow fully* to be 
able la help you. For my piir|K,>sc s mke I wil! tell 
you why my knowledge cif your world is ciclefisiw, 
mi particular, and true."' 



/.92001 


« 


pffis j {lajjnqaji aq iq u«>t)dumKajd Xui pun UMOu:^ 

«fA\ aauatfKxpwqj Xm jtnp uaqj Msuq j jaiBixy 

Xq jam *im i ajnS aip -usABa}} oj 'XpixuB 

Xq {lajimiti *qai?t| A\ay j ^HiikSb paAtj puB pa)p 
pnq aq tppj.w tti janp atp ui umu ^aqi, 3 uiab3t 

Xtti jtbaai; 3|£ qfuBUJUioa s,po5 

pa|(y{nj pm pptj j ■.(iqiqjsUfHljj.w snopuauiajf B”jps 
•Xui uixiii (laqBi pBt} j atp pawjgij 

pfq I i; t»j KJAi:! iwHJjtj 3ttjs{m! qaiqAv jnajoa oqi 
pauii*:iji .j,nq «.iii ■s'..ititu.itj vji A\Bf stq ‘auunaq sji 

pautit>:jj '.tt} MjiujMtj aujvaaq saXa si.k ■XpsBa 

tiatji 'juiKp’i ipi.M isH} ’ajiimi aauo paqjnajq ajj 
uiv'.ii! }iv.)ii f injui piap :n|j p.njiiun j niuistaap 

JlUui.n V ji- Ilinuil*. J lltiiKust'ai Aiu papiuitud satjsiM 
Xj^ '.r.tt aif ufi(} jtA.i .jjuui iiinj .)>pnu pm pinio 

• jNJHj pMi ) q lUj-w aiHj.xj ;>.iiiv}u.Ki.u 3uuq 

iqlSiut qiq ^fq }<» p-.w.m.u y (fp-qi iu uaAt;a{j a.iujaq 
‘..xiO tjiiq.w p. aqj cq [nuu t* qans 

XjjsM i.| .mt X[ji-.u 'X.uai^ pun oau'j sba\ 

tnj« ‘p*'fi [iqj ! •. j|.Hluq ptir ajquioq pu« {UjMB 

• w.w j| .III) Mill 111 S'.apjLO puB pauDpJ«q 

Os u.wq |it i| .sq !j»tqn iq '.qiq siq jti jojjai aqj uaqx 
■piMp .VM aj j 'pj' !'.) ! li (MMi.ia-i; qijAV ‘jpiayjip ojcmi 
atuiMaq qjr.uq iq ■.■{ %iq:i avjjX s.iXa siq 'p.Kldoip A\Bf 
siq ‘p.Hiuiijp pf-jq • ly 'pi’-p atuu.Ktq piif XqjtqiA 
jpqj ) ..] -.quill • [ij ; iiatp [luu ppit’d paiutn 

•131-j -ij| .4p .q in-:-:.»q .qj ijisiq sn; paqanoj j 
■.ijti p.q i-.A ■ tq pu.) >q -uu p-iilm uisiprujiuB ajrqosqt; 
Xi.JA ijj -uuvpi <q pins i; pvq aq ji pjnop oj UBSaq 
} ’JiMj p- i. .ui p.iMj .jqi Avuuq pm pip 31} I pujiu 

Oj' 


^ ^ ..qtpTpjjjoalK^l 

f}t« tff X||w«ad Xui “puB ^pqsSuiJ'li.tt'^ 
iMouq jfBM Xb« «q ()Bq j jBq.vk asncaaq Su|mou 


IV .•!<) 'IV I HI HI!X 


URCHIN AXH HIS fH'.XAXC'E 41 

** Still? it) llr.ivrn?’* a'4<rii Maitin, 

'"Yrs: th#TC IJravri), hu! ; 

lu'cu aii]:rlN iiCiT.r atul mn4 iln juMiltirc'. 

iit'Uruil juiui'jHnrn! i'. ) ■■•iU'fuc 

whc’ll rrtr.'.fi.il rliMii4rf» ‘aiv;. Ah. that |nini -.h- 
nw.nil C hir f4 nm atitht-nv-* i-; iK'fMin ' 
join in it ; thrir v»»iir‘% .uni tlu* nnra'r itf thrir in^tiii- 
mnnts swrli in nupjKfy nni-.^n niifil flu’ rlnnar. 
the* rralm • ♦'! U i'* and 

stimulatinn- n)-.jhrr-.. V-ait hp*. r^|»rn, y»nir 

heart hnUMrts with !hr j-*a-.'.inn »»! tmv-u , Inil 

’4hiil iiiiIjI lla* r f.niuiulU'4 lia^ hern 

pyrgctl awa)*. Hial i-. jnini^hmrni/' 

‘'Anil imrit y*»n hr almf now?*' 

N«.n I tnay^ ^if5|» now. hut iny jH'ii.ilty will n<il 
have hrrn rnlirrly {>4)*! until I rr^niin iny plnr in thr 
cninjany i4' A/rarl, atnl lake inter inofr my ^tanil 
arnnnit ih*r.r ,%|Hr4tti4! pimi tn-i \^ho |:f4‘r thr •miimhi 
of cKiHlrorr. linnit m p'f^on.d atlcnilaniT nn ihr 
Throne of ihr Atl-AIakrr** 

*' Iki! yon arr in llravcit** 

** Ayr, tndceil* I %iin in tlravnnatul jiiyoiri it ts jii| 
compiiri^iii wiiii the rslalr of man on Ihr 
.worlcE lie tiihahit?^, I have ^ecn iiKiny 
incly^ing yoiir^, snmr Iwtlrr, many iVfir?ir; ftofiicj 
rich in malcriiil wcallh, ^onty very |RK.»r , nomel 
irihabiteil liy firings who have nearly resdirtl the 
cstile of angfh, lonie jiet.ij»lrtl hy trcaliircFi whciiti 
th® folk iif your world would mil mon^lrr^ ; all 
mtfkiiig var ion.H jn Jhe drv£|«H|iiicni ^ ot ilMI# 

for the inayiig of Man an nlinont rieniiil |irocm^. 
But itiid liiijsjile^l of tlicme gloljc-f IS fiinigrr 

in joyoiiincis wicl ijcawiy when cciinjwirctJ wtlli llic 
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' cnnflitions here. The cycle of Heaven in which we 
nf»w arc is the least of the seven degrees which go 
ujnvard, stage npon stage, each marking a certain 
inrre-ase in spiritual excellence in its occupants, and 
.glory in itself, until at the jummit, as the cror^n of 
I Heaven, is the Throne, wdicre the eternal God etei^ 
Inally rules. That is the absolute summit of* all 
I desire, of all sympathy, of all happiness, of all know- 
* ledge, of all love." 

" And you have been in those higher circles?" 

'* Yes, in all of them, even to the foot of the Throne. 
Then I fell; now 1 am again in Heaven,' and hogg^.,- 

hy doing my riuty, to work my way up through 

the six udicr gates back to -the place I lo.st.’’ 

■' .'\nd when llrat is dune your punishment will be 
fill i shell ? " 

" I lielievc .so ; I hojic so. Hut a greater than I 
decrees that. Ix't us walk a little~way." 

Hform look Martin's hand, and led him through a 
tlelightful garden; bu-shes of Jhornless roses, more 
IxMutiful than- any known on eartKTw^ed breast- 
high. Very Siam they were passing through a world 
of crimson ro.ses. The trees which reared their 
tiramhes above were tingcrl with a red reflection. 
The cxcjuisiiely dcliciou.s scent of the flowers raised 
Martin's spirits. He .sprang on to a hillock with a 
cry uf delight anti gazed around. From that spot 
Heaven was a vi.sion of floral redne&s, relieved by 
gentle green. Birds of all hues and every variety of 
note darted about, and there was in places a haze 
of golden-winged insects. Martin mounted the 
hillock Itigher. 

Beyond the red roses in tme direction was a belt 
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of white roses, in .'inothcr dircrtimi pink .in<! 

elsewhere roses of other cnidurs ; it M-fnic! .ui 
of roses ; roses were everywhere. Herr .ind th< if iu 
that Paradi.se could he seen the idlin'- I’l . 

tending the flowers, ayd ever roiild !»r hrao! ilr- 
laughter and carols of jierfeeterl tdu!dli«>(><i 

Soon the region of roses was left In-hind. and 
and Martin wore in a valley tnionurd with .dl thr 
blue flowers which the monk h id km-nn in ihr •■!<! 
days, with many oth<*rs, new ami in<'ir I»ra;itdu! . 
but not the finc.st flower in any of thr Hdild-, . 

in beauty, or grace, or scent, the im»st tmuirni <.{ thr 
flowers of Heaven, 

They continued their rvay along a grrm path, 
between a continuous .series of gorgeous simrs ,N‘..w 
a wealth of gohlen flowers stret.hrd anamd t<i 
beyond eyc-rcach, and m>w the (iiM.r \va-. iai|ir!r.| 
with blossom.s irf virgin-whiti', .All the flowrr-, wr»c 
illumined with Heaven's own light, softrnrd hy thr 
gentle green of the over-arching trrrs Uadnuit 
colour followed radiant colour, sweet s, rni smierdnl 
sweet scent contimimisly, and without the sHghtrst 
weariness. There was an aggri-gaiitoii i»f supfetite 
delights, all the .swcet.s of {H-rfetlion, wilhmii ihr 
prospect of monotony. In places tfic flower -slrtn* 
waved above the heads of Martin and his guide, and 
the wind— the wafting of angcl*wings>™,swce|iiitg 
softly among the stems, brcalhral harm..nic». 

Martin sighed with luxuriou.s content. The ex- 
perience he was encountering was a continual mind- 
feast. If this bright Paradise wesre the least of tin? 
cycles of Heaven, how splendid must be the »c«uih 1 
circle, and the third, and the fourtlt, and the sevcnilt 
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Heaven, the suininit, where angels know the Presence 
nf OckH 

Hrnnn and iiis charge emerged from the paradise of 
triumphant flnwers, ami saw before them tiers of 
inagnificeiil rucks down whicli dashed a number of 
ifidrsceut waterfalls, Uf> and down these waterfalls 
angels were playing. With wings outspread they 
poised themselves at the top and de.sccnded with the 
straight-falling %vater. Scores upon scores of sweet 
cluUiren —wingless as yet, were they — watched and 
applantled,and laughed at the sport with its ever-vary- 
ing ineifients. 

At last Broorj and Martin arrived at a part which 
scrint’d to the man of prompt sympathies more 
solrmn than any other in the happy .place. About 
them were hills, beautiful and flower-blessed, and 
rradleii in the hollows was a .strange religious silence. 
Martin was impre.s.sed with the awenof holiness; his 
heart surged full of the emotion of worship. Broon 
als<i walked with iicad reverently bowed. 

" Wc arc ticaring your place of preparation,” said 
the angel, in soft low voice. " Before you arrive there 
I will cfunjdetc my talc, and I wish you to learn 
l^from it this fir.Ht fact, that a bsolute o bedien ce is the 
duty. God’s word is perfect wisdom . Not to 
I fuirU every detail of His wi.sh is to affect the harmony 
I of the work of Heaven. You are to be an instrument 
nn that work ” • 

"How?” Martin's rebellious lips whispered. 

" You shall know in due season. .... Azrael, as I 
^ told you, met me at the Gate of Heaven, before I 
could enter it He gave me one glance, which was 
' sy the commencement of my punishment, and then flew 
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down from Heaven, I following. Silently we sped, 
along the way which Zuron brought you up, and- 
rapidly reached the world which you have come fromJ, 
Ah, the horror, the pain, the misery of that moment,! 
when my feet first touched the wandering globe, and I 
knew that the saddest oT exiles — ^from Heaven — was 


b^n. Like God’s enemies^in the, nether 
had sinned ^anT lost ; but unlike them, I had hope ; 
Srinrthe"Gate of Heaven was not shut, and I might 
hope, when penance was done, even to worship once 
more in the supreme place.” 

“ Is there no hope for ariy^of ^he^inmat^^ 
■—noro^I^SSlmy ^ ” Martin interposed — pleading 
witfTpiteous heart for the damned. 

“ If they will seek for it there is ample hope ” Broon 
answered sadly, “ but they scorn the calls which the 
angels make to them. They curse God and His angels 
and creatures, an^^ they curse themselves. There is, 
alas ! no hope for them — no hope— they are wilfully 
helpless ; for such as they there can be no hope.” 

“ Alas ! ” Martin echoed. He would have wept had 
he not been where tears are impossible, though t her e 
mparalleled sympathy abounds. 

“Do not be sad” said the angel “They are your 
tnanies, our enemies, God’s enemies. Would that 
diqf were not so, but it is their own choice, and all the 
kwe of ail Heaven seems not enough to change that 
cw3 dedsfon.”, 

“Will there never be repentance in Hell and con- 
sequent restitution ? ” 


“For that we can only hope. We long for the 
rttaaate miioa of all beini^ the united loyalfy of all 
soofe to Heatsea God did.^t. create HpIT Hell 
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exists despite G3I. Only one thing can dissolve Hell 

the i»cnilent tears of the inmates of Hell. Until those 
tears flow, for 1 felUktm there is no hope — no hope.” 

Broon was silent for a few moments. 

" I was to lal)our for a lifetime among the sons of 
men. The world was different then from what it is 
now , . Nature was an ugly tyrant, dishevelled and 
violent : now she isdearning the use of beauty and is 
very Iwautiful ; the work of the angels is bearing fruit. 
Animal life in that period of the earth when I was on 
it was prisoned in a huge mora.ss ; where men dwelt 
was at once a vast jungle and a dreadful swamp. 
The hot sun-rays fiUeretl through the narrow spaces 
left t>y the trees, whose thick black branches inter- 
laced, and, wlu;n frc(|ucut fierce .storms smote them, 
wrestled furiously, and sometimes broke with loud 
crack;;. Beneath that dark canopy was a region of 
horrible gloom, containing a lc.s.ser jforest of stunted 
trees ami coarse undergrowth, choked with rank 
grass and tangled weeds. Everywhere was decaying 
rnaJ^erj animal and vegetable. The .stench was 
almost visible : evil exhalations rose in clouds. 
1 lere anti there a path through the jungle had been 
torn by the massive strength and brute presumption 
of ajiiatnririoilL.yr.jail^^ which, more 

powerful than any obstacle in it.s path, had forced its 
way through the choking thicket. Except for these 
chaticc passages and occa.sional lakes oj putrid green 
water, it wa.s all one sea of rank vegetation rising from 
a soil of mire. 

••The heat of that dungeon was stifling, daily it 
inereased ant! constantly engendered poison. There 
was a pjetl iora of dis agreeable li fe. Snakes wriggled 
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through the undergrowth, slid along the branches of 
the trees, seemed ever 5 rwhere. From the waters 
came monsters which devoured the snakes and ver- 
niin,,^ the greater ^ ^animals. Fierce 

on tireless wings over the undergrowth, 
^'"seizing their prey, and fighting with each other for 
nasty dainties. All the anim als were .heasts 
Force was the one law , weakness^was always paying 
fSe’^penal^^ wrong. The birds, the beasts, 

and the monsters of the deep, when they met, fought ; 
when they fought, slew ; and the creature slain was 
hastily devoured. Throughout the day, from the 
time when the blackness of night became gloom 
until the gloom was merged into the blackness of 
night again, there were sounds of brute battle, cries 
of challenge, roars and screams of wrath, and shrieks 
of the victims being devoured. Brute life reigned 
triumpha nt in ai^ atmos phere of ve get able rankne ss 

and decay . Then I saw Man ” 

Man ? Adam and Eve ? ” 

T hen I saw Man — n iak and femaje. Crooked 
creatures shambling warily through the swamp,' 
almost upright, assisting their clumsy legs by cling- 
ing with their long arms and hands to tree-trunks 
and other helps. They were partially covered 
with coarse hair, the male very dark, the female 
somewhat lighter. They had narrow foreheads,- 
cunning blacl^ twinkling eyes, developed powerful 
jaws, flat broad noses, and mouths which were con- 
stantly twitching. They went along, making slow, 
ungainly progress, always on the look-out for prey or 
enemy. Suddenly I saw another male of the human 
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couple. Me seemed in a passion. Rai.sing himself 
upright he swaycil monotonously to and fro, waved 
hi.s arms, worked his jaws, and cried shrilly to the 
female. I ler mate gave a .sharp growl of fury and 
sprang upon the intruder. , While they fouglft the 
female hohf)led away to a dwarfed tree, climbed the 
trunk, and sat upon a branch wdiich bent low beneath 
her weight. I'Vom that comparative eminence she 
■ watchefi the liattle of her lovens and scratched herself. 
After a conflict of great fury and cruelty, her mate 
was slowly killed. While his battered body was 
sinking into the temporary .sei)ulchre of the mire, his 
rival shambled up and down beneath the tree where 
the female w.is perched, and, making constant low 
en Mining cries, looki'd up at her. .With vigorous 
ungraeefuluess she slung henself down beside him, 
and they went on their way together.” 

‘‘Those were men's earliest parents! Those 
creature.s w ere A<jam. an^ 

" I’Vom thaT'&^nTinng“-a ‘ beginning ’ the transitory 
, result of years of slow progress — man came. He^haa, 
‘pri^rcsscd slowly but .splendidly. Unless o n th e 
earth he allows his material self an undue triumph 
o£et Hi s spfn Uial sejf— and thcrc'ls dreadful danger 
of that— he will be ready to rank with the angels 
before the world has grown cold, and become one of 
I the tenantless, age-decayed spheres which continue 
itheir course.s round diminishing suns,’^> 

There wa.s a pause of eloquent, thoughtful silence. 

“ Thank God for Mothei Church, for the blessing 
of trofc rclfgibh I ” Martin said fervently. 

“ * Mother Church ’ 1 ” repeated the angel. “ Which. 

brancKortlte Xa^olicJSto^^ , 
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“Why the Christian — the Holy Knmrin. 

“In the angels’ eyes all religions, be tlinr 
and preachers who they may, arc brainhc-. <>1 sb-’ 
Catholic Church, provided that in tlioNC lif-iiu br-. 
there be an earnest, uosclfish desire tn r<-.ili'>c Slir 
true God. In the angels’ eyes the least rlcvclujH-d 
humn, being, lionestly worship^jing an image i’. ai 
miember of the Catholic Church. He is to be pitted 
b'ecause he is so mistaken in his con. r(ttiMti ..f 
still he has attempted honestly to rc.iii'C tcMl an<l dn 
Him homage and service, and so has reason t" i<-jo»»r. 
Through that self-forgetting cfTort he is one of ns * * 

“ But the Holy Catholic Church " 

“Is not a sect, Martin. It is the cmlxtdimcnl of 
all the religions.” 

“The fanatic who may murder for the sake of hi# 
creed ? ” 

“ Is not a menrtter of it.” 

“ The heretic ? " 

“God, not a man, eventually decides what i> 
heresy.” 

“ The_selfish man wlyg^caUs Wmscif ajtihrisli^tt ? ’* 

“ Is not a m emBer of it. Selfi.shnc.ss is man's worst 
enemy; it is §atan’.s most eficctivc trap fur mmtt.. 
The selfish man is the man with the ctulatigcretl soul.^ 
On the growth or the diminution of human selfisb-' 
ness depends whether the men of the earth which 
knew you wsll have become perfect Ijcforc thdri 
world is cold and dead," ' 

“Oh that I were on the eartli again, to preach, to 
teach, to set the example 1 " 

“Be content You have ample work to do." 

^ “But the world?” 
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“ Tlip workl from which you came has been blessed 
iH-yuntl all other worlds. Christ, the Son of God, 
lived on it, worked on it, y lied on it, ’rose*froin~it. 
If mim there, cii-spite that Sacrifice, do not live the 
p<ir<' unselfish life- the worsen for them! They liave 
known ( 'hrist. Christ, 1 1 imsclf, founded the purest of 
all the Churches there. Con.sider the multitudinous 
other worlds which tlmmg the firmament, many of 
them peopled. In those worlds there is religiop, 
tlKTc is Christianity, but no Christ in human form 
visitetl them and died there." 

" Then how are the people Christians? How could 
they know Christ?" 

“'That is the ang<ds’ work, that is our privilege. In 
tfiat labour we live and rejoice. The truth of the 
.< \ton ctneut has Ixien clearly told to all the worlds, 
and is guardctl. Pure tradition keeps it alive. Ah, 
on some of the worlds there is rclif^on, Christianity, 
as you men call it, far purer than that of the Church 
in which yt)U served ; yet they have not had the 
op{«>rtU!iitics and privileges which your world 
enjoycil, You arc a slow, blind, vain company, you 
earth-men, with your ccrcmonic.s and antics, your 
ntouthings, costume.s, and pretence ; and a cruel too 
-How you.Jmtt--auuk-ji5j^ 
slau ghlcr in the name of religion! The Catholic 
Church 1 Every .star which travels in space knows, 
has known, or will know the Catholic Church. It is 
limitlcs.s. It is eternal ! It i.s God ! Heaven is apart 
of the C'atholic Church. Hell knows the Catholic 
Church— and hates it!’’ 

There wa.s .silence for a little time. Martin was 
thinking dojply. How diflFerent everything which h| 
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had believed in so securely now appearnl ! 
born in his brain took attention rapfiw, Hr u.*-- --n 
absorbed in reflection that althmi^rh hr j.M/rd at 
flowers of Heaven he dirl nf)t stro them. 

“We have talked eiuHigh for the prr-.mf.'' '-aid tiir 
angel. “Meditate deeply and with pr.iyrr ,d*<>iit 
these things. Remember, Martin, \nu havr a rr 
sponsibility to fulfil. Your greatest nrrri thru. uiU 
b'el^ue h urnility, thorough humility ’ .fV.nir ! " 

Broon led the way to a kind of ravrtii, Thrv 
entered a shaded place. “This is whrrr y<*it will 
sojourn while in Heaven. You are grratly lilrswd. 
more blessed than any of the beings on any «'f ihr 
worlds.” He paused, with hi.s hand on M.’irltn''i 
shoulder. “Gfize here, look well, and .see re.is<>n to 
^humble.” 

Martin looked up. There was a rude womlrn 
cross with its fotfr nails, a linen cloth, and the iiisi rtj»- 
tion in three languages. “Jesus of Nararrth, the. 
King of the Jews.” It jwas the triic j'ross, ihc^' 
idSGla.ca.l_tree,. which Jiad 'shamed and irnmoruli 

%sicle it was lyin^ Jhomi 

With a moan of awe and gratitude annhinril. 
Martin sank on hi.s knees, put hands together ani 
prayed, until Broon softly touching his head. s«s»thei 
him with blessed sleep. Martin lay In sound *luml>ei 
at the foot of the Cross of the Christ, i {i.s left hatii 
clasped the bStse of it 
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a time which cannot be measured — for in 
t leaven thctrc is night — Mart in re ceived the 

i?tesse<! education of the Cross. With loving fingers 
lie tonched, with trembling lips he kissed, the sacred 
fact. With worshipful lieart he pondiered over the 
tale of love it tolil. 

The resting-place of the Cross, where Martin spent 
his prohation, was a rece,ss radiant with roseate light 
Its walls were clothed with clinging flowers. Flowers 
clamlH'rcsi with wanton wealth all about the place, 
but the Crt>.s,s wa.s left untouched ; that stood in its 
splendid .simplicity, unadorned and alone. Except 
for ticcasinnal vi.sits from Broon, who brought fruit 
f«Hxl, Martin wa.s in .solitude the whole of that first 
jHirtion of his stay in Heaven, and Broon never spoke 
to him then. But the silence was welcome to Martin. 
His ctliication would not have been complete had it 
been interrupted even by angel-speech." There was, 
however, no lack of sweet harmony to give him joy. 
Often, while standing or kneeling before the Cross, 
he could hear the united anthem of Heaven’s multi- 
tude — ^an universe of praise ; the glorious chorus added 
life to his self-revealing prayers. At other times the 
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lisping chants of little children - ncwr.Mnrrs 1.. tin- 
estate of joy— reached his heart; play-sMi,,;. (h.-ir 
anthems were; the little ones wnrshiji God with ihni 
gladness and innocence. Ocea.sionally group- ot 
angels, bearing harps ^and lutes, wouki sit on ihr 
hills about the recess of the Cross and cnitvcfM- with 
their music, calling to and answering on*- another 
with the voices of their goldcft strings. 

At last the time of scclusi«>n was rlrawing to a 
close. The education of the Cross was almost 
complete. Martin had learnt the necessary k-s-a-n*. 
of hu mility a iH!.cathbnc loW Then BrcH»n came to 
hraT^d was his constant companion. 

“And that is the true Cross 1" said Marlin, "t 
cannot underiitand it. Our monastery has as its clrirf 
treasure a piece of gilded wood, which we arlorcti ami 
incensed daily ; that we held and taught the {»eople 
was a piece of tfcc true Cros.s." 

Broon smiled kindly. "The rnaagsteries have 
frequ ently made mistakes. There t.s .such a weak- 
ness as believing too willingly ; a fault the religious 
are especially prone to. There arc cmmgh fragments 
of the ‘ true Cross ’ on your earth to furnish a century 
of saints with crucifixe.s, while malefactors and |)edlars 
have frequently induced unreasoning Irelicvcrs to 
purchase rubbish — rubbish sold and then wurahippetl 
as relics of the blessed martyrs — soiled fragments 
of apparel, bones gathered from the iiitch— -animals' 
bones. Ah, the irreverence of c reti ulity 1 Nothing 
makes sinnerslo^ickly as want of sensible doubt" 

“Ttoe is no want of doubt on the earth ; even in 
our sacred house there were twet doubters " said 
Martin sadly. 
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" 'I'n dnubt the mysteries honestly, modestly, and 
kimllj', is akin to worship. He who as.serts positively 
that there is no God is ignorant, and a fool, but there 
are saints among the doubter.s. Your brethren who 
doubled tlid so Ijecause some of the things they v/ere 
cxpeeled to believe were more childish than Christian. 
Hut folktw me.” 

For the first time sirtce his arrival at the .sanctuary of 
the ( Voss Martin went into the lighted life of Heaven. 
Very sweet was the outer place, but not more sweet 
to him than the hidtlen recess which contained Christ’s 
Cross. There was .something of home there; to be 
tliere was happine.ss ; Marlin had never, till that time, 
known home. 

They hail hardly emerged from cell when 
between thirty ami forty angels flew on lightning wings 
from various parts to the Cross?. Some were shouting 
joyfully, .some were singing, others striking with pas- 
sionate hands the harps they held. During Martin’s 
sojourn there they had not been permitted to enter 
that place of the Cru.ss: now they could go where 
all Heaven loved to go, and feast their eyes again on 
the treasure there. They flew in clamorous throng; 
and a chant rose from the sanctuary. 

Out in the brightness, Martin looked around 
eagerly. His eyes were rested and h^s sight was 
strong. The beauties which had jdazzkdhis po ^r s 
of vision on his arrival, va Jisayen oouIiJ now be 
easily contemplated and enjoyed. 1116 angeled the 
man reached a green grassy slope which overhung a 
crystal stream, and Martin, following the suggestion 
of his mentor, threw himself down among the fragrant 
grass-blades and brilliant flowers. Looking at his 
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reflection in the sparkling water, In- saw himself 
changed. The tonsure had disapiK-ared. Tiir..ncr- 
shaven crown was now covered with soft hr.ovn h.m, 
a short curling beard vallanccd his fare. Ih w.i . 
too true a man to notice the growth of ^I»iJ■iIn.ll!!y in 
his expression, but, tnllie the less, the ilevi'loj.nirjit 
was there. The influence of residence in Heavetj had 
marked his mind, and was refleirfed in his eyes. 

“Martin,” said Broun .sutidcnly, “ liie time h.»s r<>mc 
for me to tell you the nature of your mission. ’ 

Martin hearkened eagerly. 

“There is a little moonle.ss glolw far aw.iy, ivhi« l| 
ha s hithert o not known hutnan, life, It e«jnlains wdh^ 
in it.fiy_ery material potentiality in abundance, an4 
spiritual potentiality too. Heaven hoj)Cs. It rcv«*lvri| 
around a lonely sun. For a va.st di.stance— only h* V»4 
gauged by the period occupied by angel 'flight atunili 
that sun and its world, vvho.se Iniinati destinies you 
will largely govern, re.st.s undisputctl space. On lh.i^ 
globe lies your opportunity : there is your lifr.w.tik' 4 
your^mission. You will not for some time yet under! 
stand the full import of thi.s charge, but on )‘cni iil 
placed a very important and .splendid res|Kinsit*ilily| 
The Creator of that world and of all things, havinii 
witnessed the slownes.s with which, after a ccrlitiil 
stage, human-kind advances in .spiritualiicss on ihcl 
worlds which have known them, has in His wisclonf 
d ecreed t h at upon this new sphwe Imman life slmll 
heffln at a Eigher standa rd or dewioptngnt, than ha4 
Kg^^here! On your oH taffKrai on every" othcl 
peopled star, the human creature ha.s evolved from th4 
lowest form of life. Gradually^ — alas I too gradualM 
and slowly, in his later progress, for the wishes of the' 
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nn^jcls— man has broken from sheer animalism and 
reached a stage of culture- -in a few worlds, as I have 
|seen, he is near the angels—grcatly above the brute- 
pfe from which he is evolved. lie has progressed 
jsplendidly, an<l then he seemed to stop. In all these 
hvoritls there is much the same talc : he has reached a 
^ertaitt creditable stage, and then there was hope for 
pien, and the angehs hoped. But the higher the 
Jadvance the slower the progress ; beyond that point of 
|iruud development advance has seemed impossible;! 
hew man-pr<jduced hindrances have warped men’s’ 
(ninds and <Icstroyed their vision.s. Social life, whicb 
tihoukl have advanced maig has, after a while, retarded 
him : for social life has caused cliques and classes, and 
licen umlcrstoud by humanity generally to mean 
ticiftshness. It has produced and en*couraged that 
meanest meanness — worldlinc.ss. Instead of develop- 
ing angelward.s, man lias, with exceptions, gone self- 
jk’ard.s, that is not upwards. Selfishness is poison to 
Ihc true life of intyi, God saw Mis work hindered by 
khc folly of Mis little creature.s. The worlds have 
jagctl, decayed, grown cold, and the men on them 
jut the time of their general death, were far more 
•material than they should have been ; so their develop- 
|tncnt is delayed for the shades of the place of waiting, 
'll is God’s that, this. neiy.w o f 

its' {Kiojile, shall b§gin where your old worI3j e£t off. 
I'hcrc lies your resironsibility. The A§aBl. 5 nd 
Af this w»irlti„will be more spiritua l than any A^am 
Intf Eve of hisU5^.(ajLfe^^ 

” And tiic Eve?" ■ " 

" attawered the angel. 

I nave not forgotten my vows I ” said Martin 
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quietly and solemnly. “See the three knnt’i nn iny 
girdle — each the token of n consecrateri n.ith : ope 
for obedience, one for poverty, the third nne fnr 
chastity. Can I break my vows ? ” 

^Torget the mona.stcry I said Broon with slow 
severity. "Has the education of the Ooss iK-rn so 
incomplete? God’.s wi.sh i.s Iwynnd knottefl j;irdlrs ; 
His will is superior to all the vows of every order. It 
is your duty now to listen and learn, and iu.»t to 
question.’’ 

Martin accepted the angel's rebuke and retiwined 
silent, hearkening eagerly. 

“The Creator looked among the jwople ,,f 
many worlds for the human pair who most jKis.srsscd 
the qualities necessary for the founding of » jimr 
estate. He heard your prayers for work and heeded 
yo ur c ries for an oiiportunity. !lc did ymt the 
greatest of all hjnoiir.s — He chose you, nut of all the 
men of all the worlds, to be the Adam of a new race. 
Zuron was despatched to bring you to Heaven f..r « 
little season, and you are here." 

The angel pamsed, and Martin, witli eyes fixed on 
a cluster of white IiUc.s which held stately ward by 
the flowing crystal river, waited with quickening 
nerves for the continuance of the tale of his 
mission. 


“You are here for the necessary education. Rcai 

yt” «"<! n,o,t mm tmim 

all the cfesigns of God arc watched and, as far m 

^4. ^ enemy who once was om 

S fiT*? multitudes of foUowt^-victiras whe 
old tte battlements and endure the flaming paini 
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uf IL-11, form a j)o\vcr which is ever exercised in 

anta;.;<inism to God. 'fhere is no goodness which 

they c!o not entleavnur to despoil, no virtue which 

they cl(( not try to pervert into vice. They are our 

never-resting eiu-niies. Whatever Heaven does, .Hell 

endeavours iti some manner'to undo. The activity 

i*f the 1 )evil is the main cause of the stationary state 

of man's mor.d gn nyh. As niiiti developed, we saw, 

alas! that his wcsikiiesscs increased in number and 

complexity ; throiij.;h those weaknesses the forces of 

Satan «lamne<i many souls, lltc human being who 

once [a'rmits sv\f to hull ascendance over him is a 

>*tdty tmeertain creature, hliiul lie has made him- 

| Ne!f a weakliuj;. A Vi'ry little moral energy oppor- 

I tunrly applunl to the resistance temptations, which 

I afirr all are only personal weaknesses blessed and 
i ' * 

ftu otii.ignl hy tU'vils, \v(}ukl drive tempters disap- 
I poiiurd away. Hnt intelligent man^i.s .so very finite, 
'J, and ha-i vi-vion so limited. The gratification of a 
parlieul.if weakness for a few minute.s means much 
: after-sulTcring ; but he doe.s nut .see that, in the early 
sweel moments nf .sin. The penalty for weakness 
must hr; paid at .some time, if not before death, 
then after death, it must he paid. No si n goe s 
uiiptinishcrl anti unr cnetited . It may GTIorgotten 
hy Uic culprit for a time, but the sinner retains the 
recorti of Itis sin written upon him.self, and until he 
is iiualified to ctijtry tlu; t)lis.s of Heaven, he must 
w«»rk out fiis salvatimi, unwriting the record of every 
sin in tears ami blessed remorse. The desire for 
Heaven lives among the dead: in Hell the desire for 
Heaven exists, and its .suppression by force of pride 
is one of the principal agonies of the unfortunate 

• 
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place; while this desire lives there is hupe (or the 

worst and the lowest, 

‘^Nowdoyou beijin to realise tfic y*aif 

presence here — ^your responsibility, yemr tlinip’r, and 
your .strength ? God has sdcctc’ci yn» a * lh«' nndr 
parent of a new world, am! as soon as your liafiitati^ai 
is discovered by our encniics Satan alrrady 
that you here'— vnm will trrnpu d, 

and the devils will do their uUiiost t«» 'anio h iIh’ 
purity, and poison the peace of the new hinnan lifr. 

You must preserve tliat peace. Vtnt nui 4 hold liir 
faith. You must fight to remain purr. Vou fiiiist 
resist every temptation, iu whatever way it is .id- 
ministered. All this you can do if yon wall Man 
can be perfect if he will only accept the ide.il a in I 
devote himself to retaininiz it. The unyelf rxj>rriem-r 
tells them that perfectibility is quite ntl.iii)al»l«-, \ <•» 

•will begin your itpw earth-lift: with all ihr ;Miv.u)t.ii.;cs 
which past experience and present ilravrni'un tjivr 
God has dowered you with a grunt! npimrl unity. U | ’ 

you succeed it will be a splendid triiiiiiph f*ii' yosi iin«J i 
for us; ifypy, Jail there will be hurriljli: joy ijt Ildi/’' ‘ 
and contin uous iniscry anti mural lain tur for yowf • ■ ‘ 

s ons’ sons and daughters* tlatighters so long m U»4 ♦' J 

heat of the sun which warms their world gives ihcirt ' 

the opportunities of human life." ' ’ j, ■ 

“ It is a very great burden," said Martin slowly, % . 

“ It is a very great burden," answered Hromi. *• Arc V‘ * 

you afraid of it?” 

No no! But I shall need the help t»f Heaven. " * 

And you will have that help. Whenever doi|tbt .'j 
y°E L Gotl ; fo^evet^' of 

pray to H im : until Axwl or one of the » 


♦ 
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death-company — it may be, I hope it is, I — releases 
the soul from your body — be constant in prayer ! ’’ 

“ If Satan slay me, as the enemy called Kezrel tried 
to do ? ” 

“ The devils cannot put an end to human life,^hen 
it exists on any globe. They can only spoil the soul 
Death-dealing is the privilege of God's arigeis of death. 
They pilot the spiril3»into its own world — good or bad. 
The tempter is the one you must defeat or avoid.” 

How will the tempter try me > ” 

“ That he only knows. The resources of the fiend- 
world are infinite. The devils are more astute thap 
the angels, their ways are often mysteries to us. But 
you are not without strength. You will have a 
companion, and you and she must helj> one another. 
The mutual love of man and wife is the best safeguard 
of faith and purity among men. But, remember, the 
weak est of s aints can vanquish ^ven^j^aJan^I^^^^E 
Spirituality is the first of aTTpowers, and i nnocenc e is 
sj FongerT I ia^^ cl e^erness?^ 

There was a pause — a time of silence in which 
Martin thought and imagined the future. What an 
opportunity was this 1 What an almost terrible 
answer to the prayers he had addressed to the 
Almighty ! He felt that his future was weighted with 
the anxiety of an awful trust ; but he did not shrink 
I from it The work he had asked for was his — his 
former prayers were fully answered, feut would he 
know happiness again ? Then he wondered vaguely 
of his future helpmate and companion — his wife. 
That coming person, no doubt, was a guarantee of 
happiness ; she brought the fulness of love with her. 
Happiness to him was, however, no necessity or 
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requirement. Work was what hr had a-.krrl for in the 
dead monastic days, thg oppgrtiinilU-s .<{ inr.rUi.h 
service; and — powers of 1 1 raven had a(i'.«<ird 

hiT^ayer in full measure runnin): nvrr, M.ntin 
found" a duty facing him, which filled him with di rp 
solemnity, even in that supreinr alKHir nf the 
God, make me worthy! was the rt'ciiircni i-nUfat.v «»f 
his heart and mind. God, make the worthy ! O 
make me worth y i 

Broon broke the silence once more. 

“You will have ample time hr meditation, !>.. nut 
b e oppressed b y the labour you arc hoiiotircil wdh.j 
Be joyful and ha ppy I Hum anity has a leading Hnircl 
of t he div ine love ami mercy, and you, ?iifartin, arrt 
^rSitly'"ET^f*£rOc!’.s angels are everywhere at their 
work. In the dutic.s of the day ami the siuinlirrs of 
the night, loving spirits arc about you, praying for 
and helping you,* a s they . jtm with men i»f every 
colou r and kind, and with all the various crraiwre* 
of the earths, sending .sleep to the weary ones. iMin- 
fort to the friendless, hojre to the wretchml, |»eace to 
those in trouble, aye, woe to the wrotigly comfortable, 
opportunities to the selfish, wakefulness to those who 
need the ministration.s of .sleepless hours, true gtwKl to 
all. God’s angel army is universal ami ever rloing Hit 
work, in the various ways devised by ali-governitig, 
all-loving Omniscience. 

“ When first* I trod the soil of your earth, man, as { 
told you, was merely an animal ; ap^ictite was his only , 
life-object, acts of violence were his first delight. It 

huinwi I 
man's! 

Sumbrou^ soul, that being the next stage of hit' 
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creation — the first development of his progress from 
brntality towards angeldom. It was uncheering 
lalmiir. The soil was very unprofitable, had I not 
remembered Heaven and known that God was on His 
'I'hrone — I — though an angeJ — should have despaired, 
but I did my duty as well as I could, and it met with 
' reward at last — remember 1 But l|fe was very hortlble 
at the beginning, man was so utterly brutish. I t was 
all violence and lu.sL Slaughter and license_were the 
only settled institutions, and to combat them was the 
.first of my labour.s. What a difference between life 
then; and luire ; the earth then and the Heaven which 
for vanity's .sake I ha<l forfeited ! ” 

With glowing eyes in which the soft .sympathy 
bunt of wise experience was shrined; Broon looked 
at the glorious glades around him. He stooped and 
touched with gentle fingers a cluster of violet 
blossoms nestling beside Martin f immediately in 
response, bright light came from them and scents 
very sweet. Martin .sighed with delight, and enjoyed 
the new living colour and fragrance. The resources 
of Heaven he found were infinite, there is n o limit ' to 
the Ircautifylng Influenc^of the ang^. He stored 
all lie saw and heard in his mind and heart 

'I’hc solemnity which had so heavily oppressed 
Martin after he first heard of his mission began to 
wear away, and confidence took its place, as Broon 
spoke and gave evidence of the eternal 'Sivine interest 
in everything that exists, no matter how small and, 
to the mea.suring human mind, insignificant it may 
seem. The knowledge that on his side were the 
invisible legions of Heaven— aj^ce more tm ly poteg t 
than any that could be gathere3~Irom th^ i^g: 
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confines— would ever Ik' a fnrtrcs'; -'f .itvi 

endeavour. 

Once encouraged by this hoj»r. M.ulin br.irt 
r;isP^er, and higbor still. The splrndnnrs <>f 
the opportunity apiicalcd t<> him tn< ir.iiit,s;lv ;*•* lu- 
contemplated it.s possibilities. The vciy gn-atnrs.. ..C 
the responsibilities— the human destiny of .» worl.l-- 
would keep him constant to his trust. What trmpla 
tion clothed in the most alluring guise <<uitd out- 
weigh in influence the need of In-ing faitliful to this 
beautiful ideal. Mow couU! tliere be a sreoud Fall. 
fortified as he w as>imd jiV 1ii3.jvife wr>ti}d bts .Aye. 
the'ferfecri^'’ lay ijcforc him. Tlte g»»|den kry«i 
of the perfect life were being handed l«» hitn. Hf 
was to be the* father of a pcrfetl people, the first 
p^renF^ a .siojc.ss world. 

^Inust be victorious," .sail! Martin, and tljc angel 
murmured so s8ftly that his human eomjwuiiitn 
hardly heard him, " You must," 

Then they went homewards— tovvartls the place of 
t he Cross.' ' M artin’s hea rt was glail and buuyant. 
He was filled with the pride of a great work given to 
him. The splendour of the future on him •lepemUng, 
was every moment more rcaliseti. 'flic Heaven he 
passed through was full of brightness, but hi.s eyes 
were daakd with al greater brightnesses 
beloreSm. These glories at la.st became so briiliant l 
that he could tiot see his way. He caught hohl off 
Broon’s hand and stumbled along after him. It) 
appeared then as if floating shapes, bright beings of/ 
many colours, scarlet-wing^, purpie-wlnged, greend 
winged, sfiver-clad, moved In a maze before hj»n.\ 
It was a kind of aerial dance, an intertwining of ) 
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varied colours, a passing in and out of radiant shapes. 
Martin wa.s dazed by the light, enchanted by the 
ap|)caranccs, and at the same time, rapt with the 
influence of distant song. 

Suddenly the sparkling beings .seemed to se|iarate 
and draw backward.s — a vision was displayed before 
i ihim. He was .shown the fulfilment of his hogp — the 
jlperfcct future, thanScs to him, realised. lie looked 
i'into the life of the perfect people, the children 
fjf his children’s children, occupying a land exalted 
and sinless, ruijoying a life uncunsed by mean desire 
and the cruelty of the worldly. 




CHAPTER VI 

THE END OF THE EDUCATION 

M artin was sleeping on a bank when a bird- 
song woke him. There was no one by. He 
rose and wandered where inclination led. Presently 
he saw an angel flying dejectedly. The splendid 
being journeyed with the mien and aspect of deep 
disappointment Broon at that moment came in 
sight, walking towards Martin through the flowers, 
rdreshing thenj with busy hands. He called to the 
passing angel, who answered in the voice of sorrow, 
Martin ran to Broon, and^j^e^t^ reason of the 
a ggel's^ck jection : it was pathetic to see”such evi3ent 
pain in Heaven. 

** He Is the guar dian-a ngel of a inan jvho tos a 
pikr of gQodn^ ,.jm.^s Heaven loved 

Sr watched that man for the good his characteil 

He has des^fel his work. The fortress is fallen. 
Hdl tms ope more temporary triumph. Religion, 
one being's failure, has lost force among 
the |>ee^fe he led. He has betrayed Christ for tfa e 
^^. ^pasdon , A shining example has lost its 
A powerful influence for good is dead, j 
Ah,, ^ is why the guardian-angel flies | 
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dejectedly anywhither: all his devotion and care 
rejected. Mai^ docs se]l._bi§ glory cheaply some- 
times ! ” Broon pressed his hands together, his face 
reflected the sorrow that the flying angel bore. 

“ How wide i.s the love of Heaven ! ” cried Martin, 
pondering. “ How infinite may be the sorrow caused 
by one human sin ! I see now why repentance on 
earth gives so much^ happiness to Heaven. ^Jby 
does not God abolish Hell, eternally crush thg power 
of Satan, annihil ate Devildom, when one triumsh fog, 
the elncmy .spreads sorrow .so wide and causes paip 
eydnTier e ? " 

“ViolejijM is not God’.s^way,” Broon answered. 
“ The angels hope Tor the time when Hell will be no 


. more, when the devil army will have ceased to exist, 

; .. ' ‘ , and Satan’s influence will not be contrary to God’s ; 
/but .such a dis .soluti on o f evil willjiot be broug ht 
about by force, fleirs walls will melt when Satan 
''>rri''('«and hisTidst repent, and not till then.” 

/ “ How very patient God is ! ” 

V Broon smiled, and laid hi.s hand softly on Martin’s 
'■* shoulder. “God is — God,” he said reverently, and 
then continued his work of enlivening the flowers. 

Martin wandered._g.way alone. Now he could go in 
that ha^y country-land wherever he willed. He 
endeavoured to retrace his steps through the paradise 
of flowers along the way which Broon had first brought 
him. As he went his eyes were never ^idle. They 
ever fed hi.s heart with food for worship. He rejoiced 
in the wonders and beauties abounding, and sang the 
ancient hymns he had learnt in the old life, because 
he was so happy, and there was about him so vast 
a wealth of glory to inspire the heart’s melody. 
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Presently he heart! the rin^ t>f many voices, much 
music, young laughter, ami pleasant m»i-.e. Hr 
rested, leaning back in the embrare of sotne springy 
foliage — the vigorous offshoots of y«ning tree life 
intertwined— anti watched a bright procession moving 
over the brow of a hill. On came, and on passed, a 
glad throng of celestial beings. Angels playing every 
kind of sweet instrument, inaKhing eight ,rinl ten 
abreast through the fluwer-land, under an avenue green 
and pink and golden ; all were brilliant with many- 
hued effulgence, above them flutteretl a canopy uf 
silver-tongued fluting birds. Among the jHnvers, rtitr- 
ning in happy irresponsibility in ami emt of the 
stately ranks, were little children, laughing an*! 
shouting gailjj^ their sweet hcailscrownetl with wre.vths 
while in their hands they waved golden palms and 
blossomy branches. On they went ; after their 
final ranks, amtmg which vvcrc the tiniest children 
led and carried by angels, Martin follower). lit? saw 
that as the proce.ssinn pas.sed along, the grass, tree* 
and flowers contiguous to it, threw trut in »ym|>athy 
the various burdens of their glories. 

At last the rea,lm <>f perfected Nature merged Into 
a prepared place . Martin wa-s following the tmppy 
multitude over a blue and silver pavement through 
streets bounded by tcmplc.s and palaces of surpassing 
grandeur. Ajoga k^ vyere hov ering over and moving 
3 -wut the_§tr8etS L: as the procession passed they saluted 
by their name.s, the happy excited children, who called 
and threw flowers in return. Ever and again an angei 
would fly down and bear away one or other of the 
little ones for a brief, enjoyable ride. There was a 
world of happiness gained and given In simple w*y% 
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Entranced by all he witnessed, Martin went on, 
unhindered and seemingly unnoticed by his follows 
of that city. He lear nt a grcat_ deal. He saw that 
ii^Heaven, besides happiness, and for the children 
playrthemjs work, effort a.fter^^ the arts, 

anT a "general^desire for excellence and beneficent 
knqi^idgS-.. There is competition too, but no envy, 
because Heaven i s the-realm of love. There is, how- 
ever, praise, and a wish for praise, but disappointment 
— except that kind which guardian-angels .sometimes 
know — is non-existent : it is lost in new endeavour. 

All around was activity , games, labou r, di . scus.sio ns, 
teaching,~”'^rything worth activity : the buzz of 
happy business prevailed, animation was everywhere ; 
and yet there was no confusion, nor 1;he shade of 
oppressiveness, nor the faintest suggestion of strain. 
The passing to and fro of the spirits was continuous, 
yet there was no clamour. Thc„hrig}itnes.s and the 
movement was bey ond all else exhUaraiing. Every 
fact and every community of facts in Heaven, is 
supremely harmonious. There is Jnfinlfasj^ljety,^ 
no discord . All the angels have plenty to do. 

Suddenly the tocsin of a bell boomed, reverberating, 
and all Heaven was hushed. Martin gazed wondcr- 
ingly round : all— archangels to infants — were 
kneeling, and the hum of united supplication arose. 
Martin knelt also, and his heart joined in the prayer 
which his lips were not trained to utter. -The angels 
prayed for the worlds and the living thing.s thereon, 
and for the penitence of the lost. Then a martial 
hymn triumphantly rang out. The angels sprang 
jo their feet and marched with the aspect of victors 
^ iip about ; the children stood by and rhythmically 
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clapjfKd their hanclK. Slowly the cneryctic chant was 
smoothed into a sijnple .sonjj of love and a<ioraf ion of 
Him who was, and is, and will be eviT, tair<i of all. 

Martin continued humbly to kneel until the hymn 
ceased, and the hcavei^jy ones resumed their occupa- 
tions. 

Then the one mortal in that realm of immortals con- 
tinued his watchful wanderin}^^, learnin},' as he went. 

The palaces, structure.s braiiny a |4rarc; and Ixiauty 
beyond the powers and visions iif any sub-celestial 
architect, flashing with lights, decked with jeweis, 
beaming with colour, afforded his eyes royal occupa- 
tion. Ah ! How mean were the pride, majesty 
and purple of any ami every em|>eror on his old 
little world, yi comparison witii t his infi nity of glorv 
aji^ perfe ction of magnificence. The meanness and 
vanity of earthly pride ami w<trldly j>owcr had never 
been .so eviden* to him lx:forc. But this was Heaven I 

Martin came to .some shining stairs. He .saw they ' 

starteHfVom near tlie entrance gate. They were si ■ 
tho.se up which Zuron had darted immediately after 
reaching Heaven, He looked up. The light wa.H too v 
dazzling. Hi-s eyes were unable to meet the bright- ' ' 
ness. But upwards, continually, he saw the stairs ' ,'t 

went, until, from what Brtxm had told him, he 
concluded they reached the place where only the first '>*■■ ■ c 

angels are privileged to be, the circle o f the Throne . - 
Martin mgu nte 4 ^^e stairs and paced upwards, for #!*’ • 
an unoonsidered long while, until he heard a clear ' 

v oice erVf " Stay,** His eyes which had been directed 
floorwards, spelHng out the tracings on the stairway, 
turned toward.^ the speaker, an ange), whose wings 
quivered and shone like flamoi of fire, and who wore 
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a golden breastplate anti a helmet nn which a great 
green light-giving jewel gleamed. I'he angel barred 
the wa}' with a s[iear. 

^ “ You cannot enter tin’s place,” said the glorious 

' one. 

"What place is this?" faltered Martin, looking 
; yearningly at Ifie beautiful prospect l)eyond the gate.s. 

■ *' The second I leaveti, the circle of Trntli.” 

i "Is the Heaven I am nthv m also dedicated to a 
•* virtue ? ” 

i ” Yes, 'tis the place of the chiklren, Furity.'’ 

" And the seventh Heaven is the pfacc of ? ” 

■ 1 'iTu* whirr of many wings hummed from the heights 
and grew louder, louder. The sentinel spirit motioned 
to Martin to stand asiric. He oljcycd, ami then 
witnessed many angels, whose faces were calm with 
the c.'Cjiression of rcsponsihilit,v, flyinj#' rapidly down- 
wards, each lx>rc in his arms a bunien drafanl am! 
shrouded. Martin watched their fleet descent, until 
they passed through the etitrance gate, and journeyed 
outwards over the pathways of s[mcc, 

“Who arc they? What arc their burdens?” 
Martin asked eagerly, for the sight t)f the calm 
angel-faces had put an awe into hi.s breast. 

I “ Naked in the mantle^ are .so uls bles sed by God . 
of^bmlie^aEout bort i. They are being taken to 
the wtjrld.s where they arc to work* out their 
probation." 

• “ Do all souls come from Heaven ? " 

“ Martin, you are an honoured mortal, and are right 
to seek for the knowledge of truth, but such questions 
as this come from mere curiosity. The origin am i 
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destiny of souls is told to those only %vho have gone 
through the long onieai which alone brings adeejnate 
wKsdom. These are mighty problems for a inati's 
brain, but mark, there arc human iKidies iKirn in 
whibh no s<tul exists-~the spiritual flame has never 
been quickened therein. The spiritual life posscsseri by 
the ancestors of one of those Isjings has gradually 
become <leadcned by eontiiuRuis evil generations. 
So there are beings among the worst worlds of mere 
clay, the final dregs of pjireiJtal selfishness anti vice, 
From the dust those sad ones come, to the tiust those' 
sad onc.s go. They arc born tt> unworthy parents, 
they brcatlre for an allotted span, they tiie ; the earth, 
a mother kinder than the fatlicr anti mother who 
begot them, take.? them inUi her loving btrsorn as her 
own chiltlren, .sweet flowers are their monuments. 
The lot of those miscreated ones is, however. Ixittcr 
than the lot •f ffudr parents, there is a place of 
shame for the latter, lint thew are mystcriys Ix^oiui 
a ny wi-sdom but that of an immortal. The rcntling 
of such rlddic.s i.s the preserve of angels after they 
have gone through the nccc.s.sary stages of earthly 
and heavenly probation, yet man might read a great 
deal if he were less troubled with his own conceit : 
there is a great deal of cxi.stence very evident to the 
least angels, which 

an excess of his jad adom, blind.H his own eye s. But as 
he grows worthy, so God gradually lifts the veil, and 
man learns a little more of himself, and the true 
physical relationship existing between all the things 
living on the world he occupies, ^s the veil h j 
thinned , so the greater facts of universal life, th< | 
l^iu^ the order, the harmony, the laws by God con^ 


't| 




Tin*: TRIAL OF MAN 


72 

ceiveti, which govern and nnitc the universe arc 
revealed ; these thinjj.s truly l«’arned are the Ix-j.;inning 
of the revelation of (hid, lu man, tiespite his cunning, 
the Mystery of Mysteries — yet to those who know 
Him, the very 'i'rucst, most i’rcvalcnt and Obvious 
Fact in Eternity. 

“ The shrouded souls," continued the angel, “ which 
you saw borne down fltis .stairway arc Ixdng taken to 
one or othex o£ Uie myriad worlds. They are the 
salt of human progress, and esjx.'cially blessed by 
Gtxi. They receive His {K:rsonal Henedietion, and 
uncon.sciousiy enjoy the honour of hearing the Voice 
of the ('reator. Particular tak;nts, bcautie.s, and 
grace are bestowed upon them, ami ist their profier 
{ilaces they blossom ami tlo tlieir worji. Men .say 
that their jiossessors have genius : they arc the 
leaders of men, the makers of progress; <ir, rather, 
God has given them the {mwer of being .such, but 
t he bless ed soul is somclirnes closed in an indolent or 
,S"Vicioua or blinclgd ami the fire of gcniiis, which 

iSTH^, may be a mischief, and nut a blessing ; still, 
the blunders of genius are pregnant with meaning 
to the men who think : no genius is in vain, for God 
has blc-ssed it." 

"And after death are these Heaven-sent souls 
brought back by angels, as they were taken hence ? " 

" They go through the proce.ss of development all 
fSouls ex|K!ricncc. Hut, Martin, be wjge^J ffrn the 
facts which will be of use to you I ff your new earth- 
life and Ho no^ ask quest ions jjbj ch may weTiTK left 
ti u you a re r^)cr. Educate your heart; beware of 
mere curiosity ; that is often a trap laid by the evil 
one. The mysteries, th e tru^ of life, must be 
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learnt gradually from t-x pyric ncc if thoy arc t»> be 
learnt at all, ;uul not from "tncrc'iiucNtion and answer 
quickly given.” 

“ Wisely said ! " 

It v&as Broon who sjrqkc. He was advancing up 
the staircase. Marlin turiual and looked down at 
him, feeling somewhat t>f a convic.terl truant, 

“Arc you going through this gtiteway ? ” he aske-d, 
with the hoix: at his heart that in such a case he 
might be Broon ’s companion. 

“ No, that is a privilege at present iK'yfmd me, 
I must wait until I am worthy." Brism took 
Rfartnfs hand;' and tlien with a final word of c«»in- 
radeship to the angel at the portal, who smilingly 
answered, led liim firmly away from the tantalising 
entrance. 

“ In_ Heaven the spiritual progress, Ixrgun on the 
earth, is continuedk As man through the gciicratiojis, 
Sy hLs own worthy effort, ri.scs from the lowest to the 
highe.st forms trf life, so in J leaven lite same principle 
Igrsyails, Every soul which has passefl through the 
probation of Earth, and, where neces.Hary, Hades, 
when quite purified and ordained worthy, enters 
Heaven as a little angel-child, and this — " Uruon 
with wide-.spread arm.s .suggested the circle they 
were in — “is the Paradise of the children. Here 
they live and devciope, and are happy ; for a time, 
which is determined by the capacity of the individual, 
they strengthen themselve.s with play ; they do little 
else, but at last the higher faculties call, the need 
for knowledge and the desire for service are felt 
Then the angel’s education begins. As with an 
earth-child, so here— Vacation commences in the 
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very small beginnings. There are grades of wisdom 
as there are grades of power. The angels of the 
sixth Heaven are wiser than the angels of the fifth, 
and the spirits of the fifth Heaven are wiser, as 
well as more puissant than, the angels of the "fourth 
estate. To gain wisdom and to win goodness, and 
to be worthy of greater power and extended service 
are therefore object? eagerly sought after by every one 
of the celestial commune. Even the archangels and 
the princes of the seventh Heaven, the most active in 
the service of their Master, are most energetic in 
their enquiry after truth. Ah ! that is the joy of the 
highest place — by being very near God to be able 
to learn and receive the immediate impression of 
ever-active Omniscience. There th^ myriad prob- 
lems of complex existence are made clear. The 
ways of the Maker are a continual accession of 
wisdom to the spirits qualified to 4)e by Him. But 
here we are at the outer gate of Heaven ; let us 
return to your abiding-place — the recess of the 
Cross.” 

And you, dear Broon, who are so wise, are in the 
eyes of God as a little child, and must be content to 
remain in this one realm ? ” 

“ Yes ; as a child I must remain here, and happy 
am I to be considered worthy to be in Heaven again 1 
In God's eyes I am a little child, penitent for the sin 
of a big folly. Had I been truly %ise, I should 
not have forfeited the very high position I once 
occupied. The Lord is a good God, and a just 
and merciful. I will try to be worthy of His 
mercy.” 

Once again Broon and Martin threaded their 
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passage through the glorious nn\ver-lan<l. atui many 
beautiful sights and wonders were pointeil out t" 
the mortal by the loving att('nth>n f>f the immortal. 
Martin .storcrl in his memory those many ghwies ; and 
throuffh the wise guid.'yice of Uroon, from the 
beautiful facts thus gathcrcri. the essence of In'iutfi- 
cial knowledge was gratiually wrought, and a jmuer 
realised which was to lie a livinjf .strength to him in 
after-days. 

Martinis education was proceeding nj>,ace. J{rf«»n‘s 
teaching, the facts of Heaven, the actuality of GojI 
and His aiigcls, the obvious dt^pctulciice of the 
worlds and man on the divine grace, the utii- 
vensal sulxirdination of matter to spirit, the infal- 
lible reign of hww throughout the realm of existence, 
the boundlessness of the ilorninions of God coinbincrl 
with the close union of all things in" lho.se ilotninions 
with the all-seeing, all-knowing, all-ruling, ail-loving 
Creator, the.se gave Martin a wisdom, confidence, and 
strength, which otherwi.se could nut have been pos- 
.ses.sed by him. I’hc objects of his journey to 
Heaven were practically fulfillcil, and clothed with 
the armour of the best knowledge, he would mam 
return to the work of man — to be the fountler of 
a higher human state — a new Adam endowed with 
a .still nobler tru.st, perhaps to be faced by subtler 
temptations than had ever before been directed 
against humarr being on earthly sphere. 

The end came .sooner than he expected. In his 
place at the foot of the Cross he was sittings while 
Broon told him the true story of Christ, as man 
will know it when he can read the Gospels quite 
accurately. The ange! stopped suddenly. 
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“The wings of Azrael,” he cried — “he is coming 
hither ! 

Broon rose, and taking Martin's hand, led him to 
the entrance of the recess* They saw a most beauti- 
ful presence — a prince of Ijie celestial powers* flying 
towards them. It was Azrael, the leader of the 
angels of death. In his hand he bore the sword, 
sheathed, which i^ the instrument and emblem of 
his office. His wide wings — of the colour of orange, 
though they wore many coming and going gleams 
of all the colours — sweeping over the garden, caused 
the myriad grass-blades and flowers to bow their 
heads in successive waves as he passed over them. 
His face was stern, but the firm lips and com- 
manding eyes did not kill the wonderful kind- 
ness shown in that dazzling countenance. On breast 
and crest he wore the death-angels' badge — a flaming 
three-bladed sword crossed by %n olive branch. 
But the light that came from him, the magnificence 
with which he was robed, the dignity he wore, the 
awe of his presence were greater than Martin had 
yet experienced. Azrael excelled Zuron, and Zuron 
had the excellence of an archangel. 

Martin sank on his knees with heart trembling. 
Broon had already given obeisance. 

“ Broon, I bring you good news. The probation of 
this mortal in Heaven is finished. God has witnessed 
your care, your modesty and wisddin : you have 
done your work well. If the mortal fails in his 
mission, it will not be the fault of Broon. The 
King has decreed that you shall realise the reward 
pf promotion and enter into the next circle of 
Heaven. I rejoice greatly to bring you these tidings. 
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Soon, my l)r<tllu!r, yim will l.>c a}.;.Tiiii in tin: ranks 

I govern. I long for yonr return to tin; position 

you lo.st. I must go elsewhere now, Lca<l this 

mortal back to the outer gate, where Ziiron will 

be found : then meet me. I will conduct you into 

1% 

the .sccojkI Heaven. M.irtin," continued the great 
spirit-prince, wimse pre.sence is wrongly feared where- 
cver there is mortal life, as he s>< wiped to place his 
hand on the man’.s lunnbk; head, " I give you 
blessing. Kc worthy of that blessing, ujui guarri 
your.self that you do not deserve to lose the love 
of Heaven ! My son — my .son, the blessing of G»k 1 
be on you 1 ” 

In a little while, Martin, whose heart responder! to 
the touch of the hallowed fingers, by a brave sense 
of dctermiipition rai.sed his face. Azracl was gone. 
Broun wa.s in the recess, kneeling and pa.s.s(tinatcly 
c!a.sping the Cros.^ He was pr.aying gratefully, with 
an angel’s fervour. Marlin knelt beside him, and 
with earnest heart repeated the prayer lie had uttered 
in the old chapel when Zuron first found him, 

“0 God, give me .strength that I may tlo my duty 
a,s becomes thy .servant. Wherever thy Hand guideth 
me, may my feet tread without hesitation. In the 
valleys of fear tlirough wliich 1 may pa.s.s, give roe 
the grace to look for that brightc.st of all stars — to 
remember that roo.st helpful of all hopes— thy love. 
I am very we»k, O God my Father; but with thy 
aid I can be made .strong 1 ” 

Broon murmured a sweet '* Amen I ’’ 
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MlC;UAr.i< AND IDS AKDKLS 

IXrinCN the tiino came for Martin to leave 
the little home in Heaven, he felt exceedingly 
sad. He looked round the sweet recess, and toucherl 
the various parts of the Cross with fingers which 
lingered in their caresses. Only tlu; remembrance 
that his departure was his duty, art<l Uroon’s 
whispered rcmimler that if all went well ere very 
long he woid<i Ih: in Heaven agayt, and then could 
enjoy the contemplation of the true Cross and other 
unknown delights for all eternity, salved the sorrow 
of farewell. 

Hand-in-hand, the loving angel anti the thought- 
ful man went along the beautiful way which led to 
the outer gate. Oh, the .saclncs.H, the .sweetne-ss, then 
— a.s the beauties anti joy.s of the place grew ujxm 
Martin — the happiness of that last walk through the 
glades of Heaven! It wa.s the completion of his 
education, for it made the mortal lQ|ig fttr the at- 
tainment, through fitnes.s, of immortality, and the 
re-entry as a little aiigcl-child to that estate, to live 
and grow and learn among those eternal glories. It 
was the living hope of Heaven which made that de- 
parture tolerable. Martin gathered further strength 
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from the .store of blc.s.scd knowledge which had been 
so patiently instilled into him by the much-loved 
Broon. 

At last the glorious workl of unequalled natural 
bcauty.was left behind — the last flowers had thrown 
out to Martin their benediction of light and perfume. 
The ia.st trees which shed on him refreshing rlrops 
of scented <lcw were passed ; instead of the cool 
embrace of the fragrant grass his sandallc<l feet were 
treading the crystal pathway: only a choir of birds 
which overhead had e.scortcd them throughout their 
journey remained to testify to the existence of that 
loving world of peace and beauty. 

When Broon and Martin reached the streets, it 
seemed as if the whole community of Heaven had 
gathered there, .s*o very numerous was the multitude 
through which Broon jaloted his charge. A narrow 
way was made |()r Martin to walk along ; its 
bound.aries were kcfit by children, .sitting, .standing, 
lying clown, who .sang and tossed flowers to the 
honoured mortal passing by. Behind the; children 
wa.s a dazzling concour.se of angels — standing, flying, 
chanting, playing instruments, making most .sweet 
harmonic.s. It was a scene of living magnificence, 
and imprcs.scd a lasting brigiitncss on Martin'.s 
memory — the happy faces of the children, their 
garlands and costumes of all the colours, the con- 
tinuous fall of ^lowers, the deep blue of the pave- 
ment : then, behind the little ones, the angels flashing 
with gold and glory, and about all, Hmven’s 
radiance ! 

At last they reached the outer gate where Zuron 
with Uie winged chariot was waiting. The time for 
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farewell had come. Martin felt a pre.s.surc: at hi.s 
throat, and hi.s heart wa.s very heavy, as he stood 
to .say good-bye. Broon kissed his lips an<l whispered : 
“ Be brave ; be true." Zuron then hel{)ed Martin to 
mount the chariot, which was partly laden with-flower.s 
and fruit from the trees of I leaven and decorated with 
branche.s. 

A burst of music rang out ; it came from the united 
lips of the cclc.stial beings, like a parting salute to a 
hero. Then once more Martin heanl the boom of the 
.signal bell, and there was irush. Again the swell of 
wide unanimous prayer arose : Martin’s heart truly 
told him that at that moment he and his mission were 
the .subjects of the prayers - the ])rayers of all I leaven ! 
A hymn followed : it was that which.Zuron had sung 
after liis victory over Kczrel. Was it the prc.sage of 
Martin’s future triumph ? In the mitldlc of the music 
Zuron gave a word ; a band of angels armed with 
spears and bearing sparkling yellow shields dashed on 
rapid wings through tlte outer prirtal ; the chariot 
moved : Martin’.s journey to the place of his life-work 
was begun. As he was passing tlmnigh the gateway, 
seized with the yearning of farewell, he kmked back 
at Heaven, with its brilliant melodious multitude 
gazing after him with blessings in their eyes. Beyond 
the children and angels he saw the white stairway 
which led upwards unto the highest place, and there, on 
the lower steps, by the side of Azraeb was Broon, his 
hand in benediction raised, ere he went to the second 
Heaven. Martin saw with joy that Broon, like the 
other angels, was now endowed with wings. 

“ Sleep, Martin," said Zuron softly. Martin, 
obedient, slept and dreamed of Heaven and the 
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celestial people. Many of the angels issued from the 
gateway to watch the chariot with its unique occupant 
speeding into the distance. 

After a while, Martin awoke, and with one passing 
pang, because his visions were visions only, found 
himself embarked again on the ocean of space. Now 
as before Zuron flew silently beside him, but this time 
Zuron was not alone, for Martiii saw, spread out like 
points of a vast invisible fan, fifteen angelic scouts. 

Behind the chariot, at a moderate distance, was a 
rear-guard of five. The angels were armed with 
spears. Martin noticed that all of them, although less 
in degree than Zuron, and by no means equal to him 
in brightness, had wings and armour of the same colour 
as those of the archangel. They were warriors of his 
legion. 

For a long while Martin travelled. Zuron and his 
bodyguard continued tirelessly on the wing ; their 
flight was swift and their watch was careful. They 
were far removed from the sphere of consecrated in- 
fluence which surrounds Heaven, travelling through an 
avenue of distant stars — two white clouds of far light, 
suns, the centres of myriads of worlds, most of them 
bearing multitudes of people. Martin took to his 
heart the lesson of humility which this display of 
immensity taught. In this manner they journeyed : 
Zuron silent, except when the company of angels 
raised a unil^d song ; Martin mentally at work re- 
viewing the past, and organising canons of action for 
the future. 

One of the angel-scouts suddenly raised a cry, and 
pointed with his spear in a direction far to the right. 
Zuron darted forward, gazing intently. Martin looked 
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also ; but, as had been the case at the appearance of 
Kezrel, could see nrithing -except ^rey space and 
distant stars. 'I'hen Zur<m sanj^ out, and in immediate 
response the fifteen scouts drew together and waited 
on extended wings until the chariot came up to them. 
Four of the rear-guar<l also ilew up to the side of 
Zuron — the fifth of the angels following had instantly 
turned, ami was cleaving his way with fierce wings 
back to Heaven. The heavenly comrades continued 
their journey, hut now towards the left of the direction 
they had hitherto [lursued. Martin stood in the 
chariot, anxious to .see all that was to happen, and 
gratlually was aware of a lurid canopy growing in the 
distance. He felt that that canopy — pall were the 
belter word, for it slirouded a world of dead virtue — 
was the accomi>animent of a vast army of the enemie.s. 
His heart sank as he noted the smallness in mmibcr.s 
of Zuron’.s band. Could they hohi tlieir own against 
the evil host threatening them and him ? 

His human fears honourably disappeared when he 
saw the calm determination on the angels’ faces. 
With Zuron in the centre by the cluu iot the nineteen 
warriors extended to fighting distance and kept their 
spears ready to strike. There was no cviilencc of 
dismay or fear in their shining countenances ; but the 
fire of hate — for Hell, the powens of Hell, and all the 
designs of Hell — flashed from their eyes. Martin saw 
with joy that these were brave hearts-yas all God's 
warriors are bound to ba 

His confidence was, however, lessened, though not 
destroyed, when he looked again at the advancing 
enemy. They were still so distant that no individuals 
in the multitude could be distinguished, but their 
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overwhelming numbers were becoming more apparent 
every moment In one vast dark red cloud the swift 
legions of the enemy spread to right and rear and left 
of them, until they threatened entirely to envelop 
the*band of angels. Zuron, when first he saw the 
greatly preponderating might and numbers of the 
enemy, had directed the chariot towards the only 
part of space which was nof then troubled with 
fiends ; but the angels could only fly at the lower 
speed of the chariot, and every moment Martin saw 
the gap of liberty lessened. Unless relief from 
Heaven came the angels must be surrounded and 
overwhelmed — how could they escape from, or baffle 
or defeat, that stupendous army of evil ? — and when 
they were overwhelmed, what then ? His lips moved 
in prayer; the angels were praying too. Still the 
host of devils gained on them. The little gap of grey 
space was bec(?ming narrow — very narrow; with a 
groan Martin saw it closed. They were surrounded 
by Helldom^ He was enclosed in an awful tomb; 
his only hope was speedy relief from Heaven, and the 
strong arms and brave hearts of Zuron and his 
heroes ; but that solitary hope was adequate. Was 
not God in Heaven ? The divine Omniscience knew 
of his distress, and God's strength was not lessened 
by distance. Against Him, what was the might of 
Satan? Nevertheless, Martin, at that moment of 
stress, reme^hbered one uncomforting truth that 
Broon had told him : " The devils cannot put an end 
to human life when — it exists on any globe." Had 
they then the power of dealing death to him now, 
when he was in mid-space, and the nearest world was 
millions of miles away ? The idea was worse than 
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depressing, but he roused his heart with the know- 
ledge that God had chosen him for a special work 
and would not have His designs frustrated in such a 
way by such an influence at such a time. “ So, up 
heart ! '' cried Martin. • 

The little celestial forlorn-hope was quite sur- 
rounded, above and below the chariot fiends were 
clustering, so close now that every individual in the 
front ranks of that lurid host could be discerned, 
every malignant glance, every cruel scowl, every 
scornful smile, every hideous leer, every glittering 
weapon, every grotesque shape, every minute detail 
of the imprisoning army, realised and noted. Martin 
gazed fascinated and horror-stricken. 

In regular order the legions waited, every legion 
having at its head a leader of especial power and 
fierceness — a prince of Hell. To be where Martin 
was, was to know something of the^vil place. The 
stench of Hell, which, with their torturing attendant 
flames, the devils never can escape from, rolled forth 
in blistering clouds. Martin seized a garland of 
Heaven’s flowers, which was lying on the fruit in the 
chariot, and breathed its fragrance with relief. For 
a time there was no sound except the continuous 
flapping of the evil-ribbed wings, like multitudinous, 
separate, sharp thunder-claps, and there was no act 
of war. The hateful host merely surrounded and 
enclosed the angels and their ward — in vast, armed, 
fiery, living envelope; but the voicelessness of that 
army, and the threat of their attack with its impend- 
ing, unknown horrors, unnerved Martin, who sank 
to the floor of the car for a few moments, cowed. 
The angels, estimating the tactics of the enemy, 
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had gradually drawn round the chariot, every one 
keeping determined ward. IIovt;ring, they revolved 
slowly, every weapon ready. Marlin, looking up and 
round him, fouml he wa.s the centre of two living 
globe.s, one of virtue, .golden, --angels an<l Heaven; 
the other, massive, red, an<l evil,— -devils ami HcU. 

The silence was broken ;is if by one tretnend«)us 
voice : the devils with absffiutc simultancousne.ss 
called out in salute the name of their chief: “Satan, 
our King ! ” The challenge the words implied jH-alt;d 
through the vastne.ss. 

A prince — the prince who at one perfect perio<l 
had been second to God alone — had flown through 
the parted ranks of the warriors of 1 lell, and rested 
on extended .wings before Zuron. Martin felt that it 
might be death to meet the awful glance of that first 
of rebels, but in his passion to see Satan, he vcjiturcrl 
to peep at him between the angels. Ah, the pride 
and sorrow, the majesty and miserj', the fierccncs.s 
and woe, the determination ami despair of that face ! 
Among all countenances there is none to equal it. 
It is the face of the leader of evil, the active insti- 
gator of universal .sin, the prime cause of sorrow ; 
it wears the magnificence of the best archangel 
blotted. 

“ Who is the leader of this band ? " Satan asked, in a 
voice of thunder, who.se echoes rang through the 
glistering rahks around him. 

Zuron answered nothing. His face wa.s impassive 
as that of a .silver .statue. There was a proud con- 
fidence in his eye.s, 

“Why am I not answered?" said the Prince of 
Sorrow bitterly. Then addressing Zuron directly, he 
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cried, sharply and angrily: “ Insolent angel! Ignore 
my questions at your peril ! I-onk at the hosts 
around you and be wise ! \\'hy is this monk here ? 

Why has he been to Heaven? What is his destina- 
tion now? W'liat is God’s purpose with him? Tell 
me at once, or perish by the might of Hell I” 

Quietly Zuron answered : “ I have not God’s per- 
mission to tell you an;^thing.” 

Cries of anger and then a chorus of laughter rose 
from the opponents’ ranks. Satan spoke again : 

“Docs God allow His angels so little liberty? 
Angel, be wise. Here at this moment I am more 
powerful than God.” 

“ No ! ” sjjrang from the lips of the fearless Zuron. 

“Curb your tongue, the archangels «f to-day are 
evidently not wi.se. Here at this moment I am 
all-powerful Hell is here, armed, and ready to 
destroy you, and to dare and do afriiything at my 
word. But I am not anxiou.s to injure you or any of 
Heaven’s angels: I will wait for that until next I 
assault Heaven ” 

Satan was interrupted : loud ajjplau.se from his 
followers emphasised these bold words, Zuron re- 
mained proudly impa.ssive : the angels were not to be 
turned from their purpose by all the oratory of the 
nether-region. 

“ You are a little band — a brave little band — quite 
alone, and really impotent. Consider I What is your 
power ? That of a vaporous bubble, floating into a 
universe of flame.” Across the face of the dark angel 
as he spoke these words passed the expression of sharp 
i^gony ; his boasting was answered by this evidence of 
own impotence and suffering: all the vaunted 
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power of Hell could not keep the torture of the Ilamcs 
from his heart and body an<I limbs, an<l those of his 
servitors. The devils arc alway.s torttirinp tlKun.sclves 
with remembrance of their agony. “ Angels, I have no 
wisli to touch you. Moll admire.s the brave, and more 
admirc.s the wi.se. Grant my little request, and you 
will be both brave and wise. Go your way — back to 
Heaven, or leave God’s ingloriofis .service anti jt>in us. 
You .shall all be princes, and have greater power and 
liberty than you will ever enjoy in the gilded prison 
of your God. Or if you do not care to jf>in u.s, go 
your way.s, and in some di.stant part of the universe 
found a Kingdom — a Heaven or a Hell, call it what 
you will — of your own. Rule there, and make 
creatures, buikl worlds, produce joy or mi.scry a.s you 
like ; people space with monsters t>r bcing.s of superior 
beauty : do entirely as you will. 1 will not interfere 
with you nor Rurt you in any wi.se ; aye, all these 
ho.st.s, the unitctl might aiul influence of Hell, .shall be 
exercised to protect you and keep you .safely from the 
wrath and spite of Heaven. Tliis honour and oppor> 
tunity .shall be fully yours : all I ask for in return is 
this monk.” 

Satan paused for an answer. Zuron answered 
nothing. 

"Give me this man, I .say. Not to do a.s I demand 
is to direct my vengeance on yourselves as well as on 
him. He Is* quite at my mercy. I could slay him 
with a hiss ; but I have other purpo.se.s for him : I do 
not wish to slay him — yet. For the last time I say 
it : give him into my hands and go your ways, where- 
ever you will.” 

“ Satan, it is impossible.” 
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“ Mischief be on your own head, then ! Give up the 
man to force, if reason does not reach you ! ” 

Satan advanced. Red fury darted from his cye.s. 
His great wings beating the ethereal air gave forth 
clouds of poison. But Zurou fearlessly oppo.secF his 
passage. 

“ Back, Satan ! Remenilxrr, God is on our side.” 

“ Here, my might i;? greater than God’s. This will 
be the day of the victory of I Icll ! ” 

Again a great cry rang from the lurid army, again 
the vault of space trembled witli its reverberation.s, 
“Satan, our King! Satan, our King! The day 
of Hell and Victory!’’ Tht; devils .supported their 
cries with a blinding volley of re<l artillery, h'rom all 
.si<lcs round the little gmup of celcsti;d comrades a 
deluge of javelins of forked flame was thrown at 
them. Cca.sele.s,sly the nearest ranks of the enemy 
hurled their darts of angry lightninf^, principally at 
Zuron and Martin. But the angels in their turn were 
not idle. Four of them had sprung inti> the chariot, 
and, with their .shields, cflectually protected Martin 
from the awful hail, while the remainder j>lied their 
lances and flung white lightning in return, causing 
devastation in the opposing ranks which more than 
repaid the pain which the angels were enduring. 
Zuron was boldly grappling with Satan himself. 

Pre.sently a shriek arose from one of the distant 
fiends. The angels read its meaning ffiiore quickly 
than the devils. Relief was on the way. The host 
of Heaven was on the move, bringing succour and 
triumph in its train. Zuron began a chant ; his 
comrades caught the melody and joined in the burthen 
of it With renewed strength they plied their spears 
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and hurled their liglitning. In the frenzy of fury, 
Satan broke Zuron’s wings anti threw him back into 
the chariot. Then he leapt down to seize Martin, who 
wa.s lost in a blessed swoon, ami to hear him perforce 
away*. But three of tlje angels j)rotecting Martin 
grappled with Satan, and Zuron, des[)ite his pain and 
momentary helplessness, seized ami troubled the feet 
of the leader of Hell. Mcanwhik the devils in broken 
order ha<l dashed down and closely enclosed the small 
globe of virtue. It was the moment to force victory 
or entirely to fail. There w.as a period of tumultuous 
battle. hViends and foes grappled blindl}', furiously. 
The power of Helldom was concentrated to crush 
that bubble of light ; but the united power «>f 
Helldom hajyuly failed. New flashc.s of Hgfit- 
ning penetrated the ranks of the evil ones. The 
leglon.s of 1 Icavim had arrived, and surely and 
pitilc.ssly their w;aj>uns pierced the intended mark.s. 
A groan of fear, dcs|iair, wrath spread through 
Satan’.s ranks. There was a loosening of the strife : 
the devil-army fell heavily backward.s. It was tl»e 
moment which makes or mars a fight, Satan knew 
the de.stiny of the battle was trembling : he rcali.serl 
with the instinct of leadership that hi.H warriors were 
wavering. He hurlcti a.side the angels who were 
wrestling with him, and called to hia followers to 
remain firm. He flew on passionate wings through 
the confused Regions, rallying his .soldiers, compelling 
order, inspiring them to fight. It was to be the day 
of Hell’s triumph ! The devils caught up the words ; 
their leaders raised Hell’s proudest anthem. I'hc 
dark legions gained confidence from the angry daring 
melody. They drassed their ranks and soon were 
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massed in fighting order : the tendency to retreat was 
stayed. 

Opposed to them was the army of Heaven. Zuron, 
seeing Martin in his swoon, kissed him into conscious- 
ness that he might rest his tortured self by contem- 
plating the beautiful sight of the ordered celestial host, 
as the chariot with its heroic guard, relieved of all 
oppressors and only fallowed by a desultory ineffectual 
fire from the enemy, slowly fanned its way to safety. 
Martin stood up entranced. All the recent agony 
was lost in the joy of witnessing so much puissance 
and splendour. 

In one long line of golden light the army of Heaven 
advanced. In the very front, each at the head of one 
of the seven great divisions of the army^ flew the seven 
princes of the archangels — Gabriel, Azrael, Uzziel — 
Michael, the leader of all, in the centre — Abdiel, Uriel, 
and Raphael. Then came a glitteifng line of arch- 
angels, each the leader of his legion, lastly the legions 
themselyes — an organised combination of unconquer- 
able might, the Ever-victorious Army, the faithful, 
virtuous warriors of God. 

Each of the seven great divisions of Heaven’s host 
was distinguished by a particular colour. Gabriel, the 
leader of the division at the extreme left, wore beneath 
his armour of light-giving gold a garment of red ; his 
wings were of the same grand colour. His arch- 
angels and their legions bore shields and wore armour, 
similar in hue, but somewhat less splendid. They 
comprised the red division of the army. Then came 
Azrael, the chief of God’s angels of death — his colour 
was orange Uzziel was the third of the princes ; he 
and his followers were garbed in livery of yellow— 
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softened gold. Michael, the lca<icr, had %vings aiid 
armour of green ; every tint of that comfortable hue 
wa.s expre.sscd in the .serried rank.s behiiul him. 
Abdicl’s colour was blue. Uriel’.s legion wore armour 
indigo in hue. Lastly, -on the extreme rigiit, was 
Raphael ; his colour was violet — regal violet anti 
purple, as befitted .sti fanunis a {(rinec. 

It was indeed a beautiful and Inspiriting Sficctacle. 
Martin’.s eyes ranged over the celestial ho.st from 
extreme left to extreme right, enjoying an oratorio 
of colour and brightness, 'I'he legions were so 
arranged that there was no hurtful contrast of colours. 
Every hue was represented by innumerable tint.s, 
every distinct colour wa.s gradually merged into the 
colours next ta it. Martin gave a sigh of complete 
appreciation, while the eyes of wounded Zuron were 
very proud. 

The line of thc^virtues advanced, and soon Martin 
was piloted to safely. Immediately the chariot had 
attained sanctuary, Michael raised hi.s swor<l ; a ring- 
ing battle-cry went up from the angehs : there was a 
rapid general advance. Zuron, who was still with 
Martin— the nineteen angels, although more or less 
crippled in condition, had taken their places in their 
legion — caused the chariot to ascend, and from an 
eminence they watched the battle. 

The two armies, raising continuous cries of 
challenge, flevf towards one another. As they went 
there was a constant interchange of mbchief-dealing 
darts of lightning, and the rattle of the dischoi^es— 
etch a thunder-clap— combined with the rallying 
calls of the combatants, rolled onward through the 
avenue of w(»'lds in terrible medl^. But Martin 
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did not heed the noise, his attention was entirely 
captivated by the all-important conflict underneath. 
Zuron at his side was also a sight-seer, but not a 
willing one ; he rustled his broken plumes and sighed 
because the slowness of th^ir healing — rapid tnough 
that was in comparison with the progress of human 
cures — forced him to be absent from the head of 
his legion. ^ 

The two great hosts in the aerial battle-ground 
beneath were now very near one another. The 
rattle of the lightning cannonade lessened somewhat 
as on both sides the leading combatants couched 
their spears — a long glittering line of flaming points 
— preparatory to a charge and subsequent close 
conflict ^ 

Then the occupants of the chariot saw the ranks 
of the enemy open, and Satan — the prince of all 
that is merciless and malignant-^y out, laughing 
with fierce notes of scorn, as he pointed to his 
standard, which a dark angel bore behind him. 
Every being in the army of God gave utterance to 
a shout of wrath at this pre-eminent insult ; Zuron 
groaned anew at his personal impotence, for the 
battle-standard of the devil-army was a large 
crucifix bearing the painted figure of Christ. With 
laughter, echoing that of their chief, the evil ones 
blasphemed, and, gaming courage from their own 
bold words, prepared to hurl themselves solidly 
forward on the line of spears, while their standard- 
bearer flew swiftly up and down in front of the 
foremost l^ions, waving his trophy, crying out in 
mocking tones, “ God's Son slain by men ! " stimulat- 
the devils to the daring of madness. 
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The progress of this insolent spirit was, however, 
suddenly clicckcd, for one of the archangels, stung to 
rashness by the brazen insult, <lashc'd out from his 
pla'cc, passed Satan, and endeavoured strenuously 
to wrtjst the crucifix frpm the hands of its bctirer, 
who backed into the ranks of his comrades. Immedi- 
ately the celestial hero was surrounded and fiercely 
a.ssailcd ; but still he clung to t+ic standard. At all 
costs, that must not rein.'iin an emblem of triumph to 
Hell and a deadly insult to (loil! At any cost, that 
must not bo ! 

The battle was now general. Along the wliolc 
line it raged, each party endeavouring to outflank 
the other, the line.s continually lengthening as the 
warriors in titp rcar-rank.s of the legions joined the 
issue. Michael and Satan were fighting together; a 
wide circle of space was left free around them, ant! 
each, although w«ll occupied with ^>cr.sonal considera- 
tions — for the victory of the leader often meant all the 
victory — shouted battle-cries occasionally to in.spire 
hi.s followers. Previously the .separate armies could 
be distinctly descried by Martin — one a broad band 
of light, the other an equal band of ruddy flame ; 
now the warrior.s in the front of each had become 
interspersed, as the hand-to-hand conflict continued, 
and shrill shrieks of horror and pain pierced the 
general roar, as the determined angels wielded and 
urged their awful weapons. At first in individuals, 
then in graup.s, then by battalions, the incapacitated 
devils fell trembling and fluttering into the boundless 
abyss, like fiery raindrops falling desultorily. Here 
and there wounded angels fluttered too, but they did 
not fall — Hell had no power to attract them— -and 
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were not untended, for ministering comrades, the 
sweetest ones of Heaven, who wore a red cross on 
their breasts, and were attached to every legion, 
gave them comfort and the relief which precedes 
restoration. ^ • 

The battle raged with increasing intensity, for, as 
the angels began decidedly to triumph, the hate 
and desperation — desperation nigh unto frenzy — of the 
fiends increased, and they fought as they had never 
fought before, not even on that occasion of all 
occasions when at the great rebellion, before the 
ultimate overthrow, they made a final rallying bid 
for victory — for Heaven — ^for universal power and 
government ; all of which was utterly unavailing. 
Satan then had boldly tried for a crc^wn of gold : he 
had received instead the dust of bitterness ; he had 
risked Heaven to gain Heaven, but forfeited Heaven 
only to find Hell. Now once ag^ain in desperate 
strife he had occasioned a conflict against the 
warriors of God ; it was the greatest united effort 
Hell had made since the foundations of his Kingdom 
had been laid, and all this had arisen from an effort 
to gain the body of a wretched monk, whom God 
for some reason had honoured extraordinarily. Satan 
fought as a desperate Satan would fight, and his 
archangels and followers — ^whose only virtue, really 
a vice, is absolute fidelity to their chief— were 
worthy soldiers of Satan. All the ingenuity and 
power of Hell was directed against Michael and his 
angels, but from the beginning the ultimate issue 
was assured, for, from the first contact of the 
antagonists, the prowess and the cause of Heaven 
had proved the stronger. ^ ^ 
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Only the result of the duel between the two arch- 
princes, Michael and Satan, remained to determine 
the result of the whole momentous battle. Twice 
Michael had hurled Satan back, for the moment 
worsted into the ranks of his adherents : twice also 
Michael had been thrown down and trampled by 
Satan ; but they had the energy of the greatest 
angels, and were filled with the consciousness of the 
necessity for their cause of personal victory. Con- 
sequently they smote and grappled with supreme 
fury. The angels fighting by them — for they were 
the centre of that flaming battle-field throughout — 
encouraged them with cries and fragments of martial 
songs. For the fifth time, with iron determination 
expressed in the lines of their faces and the scorn 
of hate flashing from their eyes, they were advancing 
to continue their conflict, when God^s angels gave a 
great shout, signifying entire victory in some part 
Both Michael and Satan paused, and with anxious 
countenances looked for the cause of the sounds of 
triumph. A cry of joy sprang from MichaeFs lips, 
and the angels began to sing — omen of ill to the 
hopes of Satan and the destinies of that day! — the 
old song of triumph which had echoed through 
space and had haunted Satan and his vanquished 
dupes during their punishment It was the song 
once more — Martin knew it well — which he had 
first heard Zryron sing after the encounter with 
Kezrel. Zuron was singing it once more, for he and 
Martin saw the reason for gladness. The archangel 
who had rushed into and been lost within the 
evil ranks in his effort to possess the insolent 
standard of the enemies had at last emerged, beaten 
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and tom almost to impotence, but splendidly 
triumphant Throughout the encounter, despite 
every pain and taunt, he had clung to the crucifix. 
Although his wings were broken and useless he had 
still battled to hold it, and^ not for the tithe 'of an 
instant had his fingers relaxed their grip. At last 
his efforts prevailed, and although very sorely 
wounded, he had fallen from the circle of strenuous 
foes victorious. As he was fluttering down, loving 
hands caught him, and gently supported by red-cross 
angels he appeared at the front, bearing the crucifix, 
once the devil’s standard, now an honoured trophy — 
the symbol of celestial victory, the immediate cause 
of the rout of the evil ones, the banner of the army 
of God. ^ 

“ Well done, well done, my Dorian ! ” was Michael’s 
glad salute. That was the sign of the downfall of 
Satan. « 

Unnerved by this incident — for it had been the 
display of this crucifix which had particularly urged 
the devils to the conflict — ^the followers of Satan 
began to lose order and take indiscriminate flight, 
which soon developed into panic. Individually, 
then in groups, then by battalions, those who still 
were fighting threw away their weapons and strove 
passionately to escape. Satan realised, with a groan, 
that the day was lost, the last hope which his heart 
held faded and died. He turned suddenly and 
fled also — every one of his army had already gone. 
Once again he knew the bitter taste of defeat. 
Hell would henceforth be ten-thousandfold worse to 
all its occupants, because of the utter disappointment 
of this second supreme effort Woel woe ! woe I 
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As the fell angel flccl he l>eat his breast willi rage, and 
groaned, and cursed his comrades. 

That day of disaster was, however, not yet rione. 
The last bolt had been hurled from the armoury of 
HelU now the evil ones had to endure, without 
possessing the |)owcr *to resist or retaliate, tlie 
punishing lairsuit of the victors. An apfKiinted jjart 
of the legions of God followed ^thc falling devils in 
mete out the merited woe. Awful punishment was 
necessary to prevent the recurrence of such an efT<»rt 
on the part of Satan and his victims, Hu: battle 
had been their beginning : they sowed the fiery scerl ; 
the losers must endure its fruit. Downwards the 
scattered legions fell, crushed and rottted, pierced 
again and again by those flashes of llanic which 
were must terrible to them. Groans, .shrieks, and 
unintended blasphemy rose from tin: stricken ones. 
Curses on thci| leaders were especially hnul and 
bitter. They did as alt dujics do in the hour of 
awakening and remorse. Hell had been I leaven to 
those baffled ones, in comparison with this new .state 
of agony, and despair, and lost faith in their 
' vanquished leaders. 

At last the violence was ended ; every devil, no 
matter where he had flown to for refuge, had been 
driven by fire and sword back to his prison-place. 
The defeat was complete. Satan, in the loneliness 
in which the^new distrust of all hi.s followers tempor- 
arily placed him, strove to salve hi.s great agony, 
and to stay Hell‘s despair, by building new designs 
against the creative intents of God. He did not 
forget Martin. 
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A FTER the storm of strife came beautiful peace. 

No sooner had the last devil, with his follow- 
ing of avenging angels, disappeared into the di.stancc 
underneath, than Martin realised how awful the 
thunder and strain of the conflict had been. The 
difference from that state, now experienced, was tiuite 
divine. He expressed to Zuron in one eloquent look 
the relief of body and soul. 

“ Aye, brother,” said Zuron earne.stly to him, “ war 
is terrible. It is the devil’s favourite game ; there 
never was battle on any world, nor in the spiritual 
spheres, which had not Satan for its secret or open 
originator; but as long as the lost angels, and, on 
the worlds, the ambitious men, try to achieve their 
wishes by means of force, just 'so long will it be 
necessary for the virtuous to keep their weapons 
true and ready. War is a favourite work of the 
devil; but still more potently is an ,, unvirtuous 
peace, aye, and the wilful unreadiness for war of the 
righteous and the just, the work of the evil one. 
Peace is very good : but the sluggard is no true 
peacemaker ! Some day there will be perfect peace, 
but then there will be no devils. Meanwhile, brother, 
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take care *on your world that tliere is no war; that 
is, keep sinless ; never let Stilun overcome you. Eut 
who comes here ? ” 

An angel, with livery and wings of green one of 
Michael’s division — was sirecding up towards the 
chariot. On arriving he raised his spear, until his 
hand was level with his helmed, in salute to Zuron. 

“You bring news? ’’ asked tli# archangel. 

“Yes, from Michael. He has comman<ictl me to 
conduct the mortal to his habitation. I have all the 
instructions. Until your wings hav«; regained their 
strength, you are to return to I leaven." 

“ But the bodyguard ? l.)o you go alone ? " 

“Yes, Zuron. The enemy are (juite defeated. 
Michael is suj-c that they will not venture out <jf their 
fastness for .some time yet. They have to restore 
their confidence first. Our angels,” he added with a 
smile, “ have .slwttered tliat ; then they do not know 
on which of the worlds this mortal i.s to be. Also, 
the legion of Orrin has been detached for s|>ccial 
service on or about the world ; there i.s consequently 
no danger from Satan to fear during this journey." 

'* Good 1 Farewell, Martin, for a little time, and 
a fair journey! We .shall meet soon. Farewell, 
Triest 1 ’’ 

It was first necc-ssary for Triest to assist Zuron 
to travel to the gathering warriors below, and 
although two red-cro.ss angels flew towards them to 
relieve Triest of his duty, the time thus occupied 
enabled Martin to see more of the interesting move- 
ments of the great army. None of the angel-host 
had .gone back to Heaven : those who had not joined 
in tihte purauit were waiting for the return of all their 
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comrades before the triumphant flight homewards 
began. Meanwhile, the ministering angels assisted 
the wounded ones to regain their capacities suffi- 
ciently for them to take their places in the victorious 
ranks, an honour every one of them was particularly 
anxious to realise. Zuron managed to take his post 
at the front of his legion, and in the prime place of 
honour immediately '^ehind Michael was the arch- 
angel with the crucifix. He was assisted in the 
journey homewards by a little group of red-cross 
angels. It was a glorious experience for Martin — 
the gathering of the celestial company after the perils 
and labour they had gone through ; the brilliance 
and the colour being the more vivid because of the 
great gladness which animated every nulividual in 
that host. 

In orderly succession the triumphant pursuers 
returned from the deeps ; legion follgiwcd legion in 
long glowing lines, every one in their ranks singing 
as he waved his spear or smote on his shield with 
lance or sword. Martin, peering into the funereal 
depths, could see the glittering squadrons ascending 
from very far beneath, and with eyes which lingered 
in appreciation, he noted the proud and regular way 
in which every individual in the legion, and every 
legion in the army, kept his and its proper appointed 
place. Organisation and order, as well as omni- 
present beauty, are principal facts of Heaven. This 
truth Broon had taught him ; but his mentor had 
not shown him so eloquent a manifestation of the 
truth as he was now viewing in the serried ranks 
beneath. Triest had long since returned to the 
chariot but Martin begged that he might witness 
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the departure of the victorious army ; and the anffcl, 
already possessed of Michael’s permission in such 
a case, readily consented. He had not lonj^f to wait. 
The last legions had returneti to their jmoper }>hu:es ; 
each archangel had re|jorted his presence and pre- 
paredness to his prince, and each <if the six princes, 
when his group of legions was r«,;ady, had taken his 
report to Michael, until every, angel in the host was 
known by the irrimc leader to be in his proper place. 
Then Michael rai.sed his voice, and like the bia.st 
of a silver trumpet his command rang out. There 
was immediately a wide waving of multitiulinous 
wing.s, an iitcrea.sed siiread of golden light as the 
wings expanded, a general retraction as tiicy .shut, 
together with a vivid united beaming of bright 
colours, then in thunderous chorus a new .song of 
triumph pealed out. With breathless intcrc.st Martin 
watched the sparkling host of brave and holy ones 
proceeding victoriously homewards, 'I'hey hud ail 
battled for him! That was the thought which ani- 
mated his mind, cau.secl grateful tcar.s to moi.stcn 
his eyes, and nerved his determination thoroughly to 
do his duty. 

One legion, however, had not gone with the army. 
It was that led by (3rrin which l'rie.st had spoken 
of ; it flew silently in the oppo.site direction. Martin 
watched the Heaven-going army until it appeared as 
a mere quivaring line of light in the distance, then he 
turned towards his duties, and found that the winged 
chariot and the attendant angel were already wending 
their way towards his new earth home. 

The journey continued its course ; the monotony 
which in some circumstances might have attended it 
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did not exist, owing to the converse of the angel, 
and the busy mental occupation of the hopeful man. 
Again and again Martin examined the points (jf his 
moral armour, and planned as well as he could do 
the course of action which would best govern tlu: be- 
ginning of the development df a perfect world. 

At last Triest pointed with his spear before them. 

“ There is your sun^” he said with a smile. 

Martin sprang to his feet and gazed eagerly. In 
a few moments he could distinguish a tiny quivering 
star of faint white light. 

“ It is very small,” he said. 

Triest laughed as he answered : “ It i.s vcr>’ far 
away.” 

After a while Martin asked : “ Where is the 
world ? " 

“ Be patient. That you will see presently.” 

They continued steadily to travel. ^ The sun grew 
gradually larger and brighter. Martin soon saw that 
it was no mean luminary, but a body which compared 
not unfavourably with the far-off orb, which at that 
very moment might be pouring its generous influence 
into the old mona.stery garden, giving life to the 
flowers and gladness to the hearts of the brethren. 
How many earthly days or years, Martin wondered, 
had elapsed since he gathered comfort from the 
flowers, and from the brethren received — a scourge ? 
Suddenly, after fancy had repeatedly deceived his too 
willing eyes, the world, Martin’s new earth, came into 
sight— a small black spot speckling the face of the 
sun. 

“ Is that the only planet circling round that aun?” 
a^ed Martin. 
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“Yes.” 

“What a waste of heat and enerj^y ' That little 
world cannot receive the millionth part of the lij4;ht 
and warmth f^ivon out from that sun.” 

“"Nothinj^ in e.xistencc is wasted,” the anj^ei 
an.swered (juictly ; “ nothinj^ that Go<i has causc<l is 
finally lost.” 

The ho])eful Adam of the ai^iroachiiifj earth tjazed 
at it, fascinated by the proud consciousness of its 
pos.se.ssion. He was the human owner of that glolnde 
of matter! That was his kin}i<lom, his earthly shrine, 
the place of his delayed home, the sepulchre of his 
mortal frame. .Swiftly an<l certainly the apfjarcnt 
size of the .sun incrca.sed : its light became brighter, 
its gencrou^ heat more felt. Rapidly also, in<irc 
rapidly than he know, the world appeared to grow 
in bulk, until, as the chariot neared it, it hid the sun 
from sight ; a*id Martin felt again the chill of night, 
a sen.sation he had nut known since his early pa.s.sage 
with Zuron from the monastery to the moon. Every 
moment the world apjxiared greater and greater, until 
it loomed vastly before him. It po.ssessed no moan ; 
what other .stars were within visual distance were 
mere .spcck.s congregated into a«i apparctit cloud. 
Their light was far too weak to be reflected on the 
earth. The night was almost totally dark, Martin 
was able to distingui.sh nothing on the world ; he 
could haroHy have received a more chilling welcome 
to the abode of hi.s human de.stiny. But Trie.st's 
presence gave him light and comfort until the chariot 
reached the world. Then Martin descended and 
touched earth again. What had not long before 
appeared a distant speck was now beneath his feet, 
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a vast, revolving mass of earth and water and interior 
flame, enclosed in an atmospheric envelope, and he 
was but a living speck upon that speck. 

Triest, immediately after their arrival, in fulfilment 
of orders, had to fly away to report the accompli.sh- 
ment of the journey, and to'^^takc the chariot to the 
archangel Orrin, leaving Martin to wait through the 
night, and long for Jhe sun to ri.se and show him 
the nature of the place. Those were cold, silent, and 
cheerless, but eloquent hours, which he spent alone. 
His ears were out of tune with the sounds of earthly 
natural life, and he knew the awe of utter loneliness 
and absolute silence. 

At last, dawn grew in the east, the glorious sun 
arose, and with the sunrise Triest returned, having 
successfully concluded his mission to Orrin. Martin, 
whose limbs were frigid through his having become 
unaccustomed lately to the chill night .^air, and who.se 
courage through the lonely hours had fallen very low 
indeed, revelled in the new warmth, rapidly regained 
hope and confidence, and looked with the gladness 
and eager enquiry of boyhood about the place. 

It was Paradise again — a world of healthy nature 
full of beauty. Dingles and dells, hills and meadows, 
cliffs and valleys laden with flower.s and crowned with 
perfect trees greeted his sight in every direction. 
Rippling brooks, dancing streams, and stately rivers 
sang about him; and above the gentle .rrustling of 
the trees he thought that he could hear the music of 
the breakers of a distant sea. 

After a simple prayer, Triest and Martin broke 
their fasts, eating some of the fruit which had been 
brought from Heaven, and some newly plucked 
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from the s\irroiindii\L]; trees. The ft^asl was a 
one, and Martin flattered himself with the pmud 
sense of hostship. Tlie business of breakfast done, 
the eafi|;cr monarch of the new world looked round 
for a*i)lacc of future ha]>itati(»n. Tricst pointed to 
the best spot, a ^[<‘ntle tmiinent'e tf>iu:hed on <me 
side by flowin,^ water, and surnamded at a rom- 
parative distance l>y licallh)'' p^dorous trees, frran 
which Martin, with lauj.^liini4- deli^dd» h<*iu*d crane* 
a chorus of bird-voices, naniiuHiUj^ him well of the 
melodious nighti!i^eik:s <T the old-world days, and 
of the belter l>ird-imisic of Heaven. His ears were 
once more tuned to the sounds of mother earth. 
Triest then, munnurin|.( words winch Marlin at the 
moment was much occupied to catcli, flew away, 
and the mortal, left akme, ptmclcred as to wiiat 
should be the ttarliesl labour of his new life. In 
the midst of hisptnu.sin|4‘, ln‘s (yes wandered to the* 
pile of flowers and olivi^ l>ranc!u*s which remained 
from the store brought from lleav(*n. He ran U> 
the sweet relics (^f that sweetest clime, to where 
in all his dreams and inomcnts 1 h; yctarned to redurn, 
and carried the flowers tenderly to the site of the 
future home. Then in a circle he planted them ; 
and prayed that tliey would grt^w atu! be the 
glories of a hallowed Itome and a continiud reminder 
of the living kingdom of God 

No sooner nvas this labemr— tltc first of many 
happy ones — concluded, than Martin heard the 
rustling of branches. He looked about, and saw 
emerge from a shadowy grove troops upon trwps 
of animals of thirty to forty different kind.s~ft!l 
beautiful or useful* none fierce and wild, some* like 
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the bellowing- oxen and blcfiting sheep, were similar 
to the domestic animals he had once known well, 
while others were new to him, although he could 
trace in nearly all of these resemblances to animal 
forms of the old world. . The jM-ocession <tf four- 
footed creatures passed by at the base of the hill 
At its rear strode Triest. He raised his spear in 
playful salute, and cried to Martin : “ There arc some 
of your subjects, O King ! ” 

Then the angel walked to the brow of the 
eminence which overlooked the stream. Martin 
followed, and gazed into the crystal depths. Triest 
touched the water with the point of his spear, and 
Martin saw congregate and then swim [last a .silvery 
multitude of fishe.s. Again the angel jmade his salute 
and said: “There are more of your subjects, O 
King ! ” 

Triest pointed Ins spear to the sky, whose very 
deep, perfect blue was only occasionally crossed by 
speeding fleecy clouds. As he waved the weapon 
and gave a musical cry, it seemed as if a cloud 
containing many voices was coming close to the 
earth. Martin looked, and saw flying towards him, 
and then pa.ssing by, a procession of birds, similar 
to that of the beasts in the respect that it contained 
many kinds, song.sters and domestic fowl, which 
were not unfamiliar to him, othens comparatively 
resemblant of old types, and some quite strange. 
The birds, generally grouped in their families, had 
all flown past, when Triest for the third time gave 
the spear’s salute and spoke : 

“ Yet more of your subjects, O Monarch 1 ” 

•Martin stammered out his thanks for the display 
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of so much beauty and living wealtli, an<i then tlic 
kind, companionable spirit, pointing to the country 
of grassland and grove, an<l signifying tin; earth's 
potential stores of grain and metal by stabbing tiic 
turf with his spear, cricc| — desfiilc his playful mood 
the tone of his voice added mi'aning to the wonls — 
“ And here, O mortal, is tiu: kingdom of the perfect 
people ! ” * 

“Amen, Amen!" said Martin. “GckI grant me 
strength to keep my trust ! " 

Triest, now with seriousness in his face, repeated 
Martin’s utterance, “ Amen, Ameti, Amen ! " 

The angel then, with intention, went away again, 
and Martin was left to face his prubicrns and his 
labour. , 

The day went through the changes of its several 
hours and complete?! its course at length, Martin 
occupying its store of time by iloing some good 
work. In all things he began with the simple be- 
ginning: he found ho had to do .so, With hard, 
mu.scular labour — for in this new world-life he was 
determined to do his own material work, unaidctl 
by the angels — he endcav<tured to drag green 
branches from the riix: tree.s that could spare them, 
pur[X)sing to make .some kind of shelter from the 
cold of the coming night ; but the cfTort.s of his 
arms were quite unfruitful ; he pulled and pulled 
with might •and main, but the healthy branches 
sprang back as though the trec.s were laughing at 
him. He must find a mean.s for <Jvercoming the 
difficulty 1 He sat and thought. There was no 
metal that he could weld and fashion into knife 
or axe, He had no means at the moment of pro- 
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curing fire to burn the branches from the trees. 
There was nothing outside himself to aid him, but he 
had arms and legs and hands wherewith to do the 
work, an excellent brain to direct his actions, and, 
best of all, the heart of a hero. The bravcf union 
and use of these possessions is very good capital — 
in the primitive world, the only capital. Martin 
remembered a story which a wise old monk had 
once told his religious brothers, and which they 
all, except Martin, had promptly ridiculed. It was 
to the effect that in the far-off days, before Tubal 
Cain had laid the foundation of the plough-share, 
the trumpet, and the sword, man had used stone — 
fashioned for divers purposes — wherewith to do the 
work of iron and steel. Stone was, therefore, what 
Martin must utilise, until he could unearth metal. 
But where should he fiml the kind of stone best 
suited to his purpose ? As he pondered, the sough 
of the wave-beats on the distant shore reached him. 
Memory brought its vision.s. He must discover that 
sea ; he might find flint near it. 

It was rather difficult, at first, quite to determine 
the direction from which the sound came; so Martin, 
selecting a high tree which appeared easy to climb, 
forthwith i-an to it, and was soon clambering up 
among the branches. After some ingenuity and 
effort he had risen to a height beyond the level of the 
tops of the majority of the trees, and; sheltering hi.s 
eyes with his hands — for the unshadowed sunlight was 
becoming fierce — scanned all ways and listened with 
attention. At length he gained the general where- 
abouts of the sea. It was certainly some distance oflF, 
and he saw that his course would lie through the 
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forest vvitich strctchcti onwartl fx;iK;itli him. Ho 
carefully noted the direction of the sun, anri decided 
that his wisest course was to journey tow;u'<is that 
luminary, kcejiin^ it, to counteract its apiwrent motion 
westwitvds, slightly to his g'ght. 

licforc descending front the troe-t<tp Martiit hwikod 
about. On all .shies stretched forests of tree*', full of 
the lush of life, :utd wearing venture i>f spring like 
green. Here; and there were wi<le fuc.dvs in flu; 
.spread of foliagc -itrobahly where pa 'ture-i.ind or a 
river or lake intervened — l)ut, so far as he could jtidgr 
from that eminence, his world was especially hirssrd 
with healthy arboreal life, 'rhere were no signs of 
mountains, or even t>f high hills, and no visilile 
evidence of the jjca he was in search of. Martin f'cdl 
very lonely as he gazed upon that realm of vegetation, 
and reflected that he was the only htiinan crc.ilure 
then within it. SwUlcidy he wotuiererd, with tiiiglinj; 
face and beating heart, when his coiupanion was to In- 
with him, and where she would come from; the Eve 
for whose presence he fountl that he was yearning, as 
truest lover yearn.s. Hut work was his duty for the 
present He would prejrare as well as he could a 
home for the coming bride. 

He descended and walked steadily throtigh the 
woodland, passing groups of fearless grazing licasts 
and playful creatures, watching nature's work{«*iplc 
at their work,* hearkening to the voices of the 
songsters, taking careful note isf jrariictrlar trees, 
hillocks, thickets, beds of flowers and watercourses 
which he passed by, .so a.s to be able to guide himself 
home again. He strode on through the wood, ex- 
amining with careful, critical eye the nature of its 
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possessions, until he found that he was very warm 
from the exertion, and that the sun was in its noon- 
tide place : it was time for the noon-title meal. 

Just then he came to a running stream, and for 
a short time watched the Ash darting about" in it. 
The water looked so refreshing that he flung his 
cassock and sandals from him and plunged in, diving 
and swimming with all the joy of .strong life. He 
splashed the water, and shouted with the delight of 
living youth. Better — far better — was this healthy 
existence under God’s blue dome of sky, in the middle 
of a world containing not one di.scontcnted thing, 
than that other life on that other earth had been, with 
its bricked-in limits, the confinement from nature and 
the accompanying narrowness. Better — far better — 
than that was this new land of noble po.ssibiIities and 
sinless impulse.s. So he rejoiced in his possession of 
it, singing and beating the water, and dreaming 
worthy dreams. 

He sprang from the river and dried himself in the 
sunshine, running up and down a sward of velvety 
grass. Then, once again clad in the cassock of his 
order, with the knotted girdle at his waist and the 
sandals on his feet, he fell on his knees and praised • 
God for all the goodness about him. 

He gathered various fruits and ate ; he drank the 
water of the stream, spooning it up in the hollow of 
his hand ; then, his meal made, her continued hi.s 
journey along a way which human foot had hitherto 
never trodden. The noise of the waves was now 
much louder ; some lonely grey sea-birds circled in 
the air and gave their shrill calls; soon he came to 
the shore. There was an open space of undulating 
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meadow and then a belt of dark-j^rccn foliaged trees. 
Having passed througli these, he saw a glittering line. 
He ran forward and stood at the edge of a low cliff, 
consisting of only two strata of chalk. There lay 
before him first a band of sfind and rubble, sprinkled 
with rocks girt with .seaweed anrl shcll.s, and then in 
its majesty right to tlic far horizon, rising and falling 
with plaintive swell, was a lonely, moaning .sea, nearly 
foamless, almost tidclc.s.s, flecked with occasional 
ripples of sunshine, and with a very few sea-birds 
circling over it : the mes.sagc it gave to its human 
visitant was one of pathos and loneliness, and of a 
giant power asleep. 

Martin let him.self down from the cliff to the shore, 
and found somt; sharj) pieces of flint, which had 
fallen from the solitary stratum, and would suit his 
purpose. He waited for nothing else — there was 
nothing near to bring — but with five of the best 
fragments placed in the folds of hi.s ca.s.sock re- 
turned hastily homeward. On his way he gathered 
stout .sticks of fallen wood, deemed by him suitable 
for the handles of future axe.s and other implements. 

When he reached home it was too late for the 
completion of the task he had .set him.self, the creation 
of an arbour of branche.s — for man without any tools 
but those provided by nature i.s nece.s.sarily a slow 
workman ; the making of the axe, and then the selec- 
tion and hewing of the best branches, would be a 
laborious business and a slow. But Martin was 
determined to accomplish something before the sun 
set He quickly gathered a heap of dried leaves 
and moss, and fragments of fallen wood in a sheltered 
hollow, and then sitting by them struck two of die 
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pieces of flint against one another. If lie could create 
flame he would have one servant and comforter — 
useful, magnificent fire. He struck the flint.s against 
one another, producing many wasted spark.s, until 
his fingers tingled and his glbows ached. He pau.scd 
many times during that long labour, cramped and 
wearied by the unusual work, but the rapid wearing 
away of the afternoon impelled him to renewed 
exertion. He dreaded a second chilly, unlightcd 
night, such as the first had been, and although 
he hoped this time to be cheered with Triest’s 
presence, yet fire in any circumstancc,s would be a 
good companion, and he bent again at the monoton- 
ous toil, and endeavoured with wooing breath to fan 
fire into his world. 

He accomplished hi.s object at last — after more 
than one weary hour of effort — a yellow spark falling 
on the ready leaves and wood, cunningly breathed 
upon, flared for an instant into flame. Martin fed 
that fragment of fire with the skill which springs 
from necessity. It flickered on the verge of extinc- 
tion. He trembled with anxiety. He coaxed it ; it 
increased, it lived ; Martin and his new world were 
possessed of fire. The heap of leaves and fragments 
burned rapidly, and Martin fed the blaze with plenty 
of fallen wood. 

He leaned back wearied, but proud and pleased. 
Triest was standing before him, smiling approval. 

“Well done, my flame-maker! What you have 
taken hours to accomplish I could have given you 
with a touch. But it is better that you. should use 
your own faculties than depend on those of others. 
Well done ! Now come with me.” 
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Martin followed the few steps to the summit of his 
eminence. 

“ Look at the sky. What do you see ? ” 

“ It is very beautiful, but it is only sun.sct.” 

“ Only .sun.set ! You mortals arc too modest ; look 
again.” 

“Ah, Triest! Do not judge me so. I am not 
blind. I .see the goklen .sun jeturncying into clouds 
of crim.son. 1 read the lesson which that beautiful 
sight teaches — the passage of time, taking man a 
day nearer to his mortal end ; but wliat is even that 
beauty, aye, and the significance of its les.sun, to 
one who has .seen Heaven, and learned lesson.-? 
there ! ” 

“True, Majrtin, hut there are .sights and Ics.sons 
worth learning of Heaven on earth if you look aright. 
But it is nut the departing sun I wish you particularly 
to see — look on<w more — well ! ’’ 

Martin gazed about the .sky. 

“ Ye.s, I .see them — angels ! Tho.se, are they not, of 
the legion of Orrin? I sec liicm journeying, though 
not together in one direction, but passing in between 
one another as if they were working out some aerial 
plan.” 

“ You are right, Martin. They arc completing the 
web of spiritual influence which now .surrounds this 
sphere. You have thus one more safeguard against 
the destroyer Heed what I .say now! It is my 
privilege to complete Broon’s teaching. You have 
been taken from earth, known Heaven, and been 
brought here to begin the perfect human life. The 
safeguards your recent experioices have given you 
are innumerable. You know, them well. That 
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which Orrin’s angels are now completing is the final 
one. Round this world an invisible net of holiness 
is woven; the emissaries of Satan cannot be kept 
away from here or any habitation of men ; it would 
not suit God’s designs that they should be.'- He 
wants a perfect human state, but Man has free will, 
and Man mu.st keep perfection by his own efforts 
and his own worth, /otherwise this world would not 
be a perfect state. Your work, then, is to baffle 
temptation by keeping true to your ideals. It is 
the work also of all your descendants. You have 
those ideals in good store, and they have been 
cherished and helped by Heaven. Preserve them 
through all things. You have now a further safe- 
guard. No devil can come to thi.s world without first 
piercing that spiritual web ; you will so be warned 
that danger is near. That should be a quite effectual 
protection. T ake care that it is .so. Cherish your Ideals 
to the uttermost part of them ! Give nothing to the 
tempter. Keep your moral armour perfectly bright 
by the constant exercise of prayer and adoring song. 
Martin, be brave and true. All Heaven is watching 
your opportunity and yearning for your victory. You 
have been greatly blessed and honoured. The teach- 
ing of Broon, and what you have learnt of Heaven, 
have given you a fortress of knowledge which should 
be impregnable; keep it so. Labour happily, use 
your mind, have no idle moments, impart to your 
coming wife, and the future children, your wide 
experience; in all things be modest and true, then 
you will remain sinless and perfect ; and when the 
time ;arrives, the death-angel will bear your soul 
straight to the life of Heaven. The probation of 
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Hades then will be needless, and one world at least, 
will testify to the impotence of Hell . . . 

But Orrin^s work is done. The web is woven. 
His warriors arc gathering and I must return to 
Hea\%i with them. l'ai;ewell, Martin. God*s bless- 
ing live with you ! Be brave ! Farewell ! 

Tricst once more gave the playful salute of the 
spear, though seriousness peeped through his smiles ; 
then, spreading his wings, he sprang away towards 
the legion assembling above. 

With sorrowful heart Martin ga^xcl at the splendid 
band, which speedily went its Heavenward way. 
When the angels had gone, and he could see them 
no more, he realised that the night had come. 


CHAPTER IX 


THE ADVENT OF LUCY 

'T^HE human solitary attended to the calls of 
^ comfort He fed the fire until it sent out a 
most cheering warmth, the wood crackled and the 
embers glowed ; then he gathered a store of dried 
branchesTor the requirements of the night — that fire 
was never to be extinguished; it cost too much 
wearisome labour to kindle flame for it to be allowed 
to die ! Searching among the undergrowth for fuel 
he found eggs, a few of which he roasted in the 
embers. Those, with fruit and water, afforded a 
sumptuous supper; which ended, he said the full 
service of evensong, sang a hymn of his own im- 
mediate making, and went to sleep within the radius 
of the fire’s influence. Martin’s second night upon 
the earth passed away in refreshing slumber, among 
dreams induced by songs of night birds. 

With the dawn he awoke, and sprang up eagerly 
from the mossy couch. His body waS filled with 
life, his brain with plans, his heart with determina- 
tion. He threw off his garment, ran along the 
little eminence, sprang over the circle of flowers 
which had been brought from Heaven, and plunged 
into the lake. Tl^e fishes darted about, startled 
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by this cataclysm, as Martin swam and dived and 
leapt and wrestled with the water in the fulness of 
muscular energy. His bath completed, he clambered 
up the steep slope through the fringe of reeds and 
groups of flowers to ths; blossom-crowned eminence 
which he called “home.” Exercise and the warmth 
of the fire .soon dried his body. While he was 
resuming his ve.stmcnt the sim upro.se in a blaze 
of silver brightness, and the world of creatures 
awoke to life. The carols of many birds flooded 
the daylight, the beasts brow.sing called to one 
another, the flowers lifted their dewy heads and 
opened their petals, wclccaning the sunshine, the 
trees waved their branches and rustled their leaves 
as a newly-risen wind moved through them. Martin 
looked at the world about him, and knew that it 
was good. It was a world of liappy work, of simple 
duty, and of .sweet cotitcntmcnt. He must do his 
share of the labour of life; but first he mu.st break 
his fast, and even before that he mu.st pray, 'i'he 
first law instituted on that globe was tnadc by 
Martin in the early hours of that second morning : 
the earliest moments of every day and of every 
enterprise were to be dedicated gratefully to God. 

After breakfast he walked about the meadows and 
looked to the needs of the flowers and trees, much as 
he had seen the angels in Heaven do. Wandering 
creepers werti assisted along their most profitable 
way, lovely parasite plants were prevented from 
endangering the trees they lived on, dead branches 
were as far as possible removed, faded flowers 
uprooted, a lost lamb carried to its bleating mother, 
a broken-winged bird taken home and tended. The 
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animals, some of which attracted by the fire had 
reposed not far from Martin during the night, looked 
at him with perfect confidence ; he was touched to find 
that many song-birds hovered about and followed 
him, as the birds of Heaveivhad kept company* with 
the angels who loved them. 

He returned home with a load of fuel and devoted 
himself to the making of his axe. He selected a long 
round branch of stout wood and reduced it to a 
practicable length by burning a portion from each 
end. Then, with infinite labour, by using the 
sharpest edged piece of flint, he split the head of 
the -Staff. It was most laborious toil, and the 
results were not very encouraging, for to do what he 
had done with his rude materials exljausted many 
hours. When evening fell the axe was but half 
completed ; nevertheless, it gratified him to know 
that some practical progress was mede. 

The next morning, after the first and earliest duties 
were fulfilled, he resumed his labours on the axe. 
He inserted the rude flint head into the split portion, 
which, owing to the springy nature of the wood, 
gripped it tightly ; then he pierced a hole at the end 
above the axe-head by constantly scraping with a 
sharp-pointed piece of flint, and through that drove a 
round wooden plug to keep the divided part together ; 
then he bound the staff above and beneath the stone- 
blade tightly with strips of tough batk. His first 
weapon and implement, his earliest real capital, was 
accomplished ; it was rude and clumsy, inadequate 
and imperfect in many respects, but in comparison 
with* his unaided efforts, it was a wonderfully effective 
instrument: now he could do what his unassisted 
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hands could not have done — cleave the living branches 
from the trees ; if need be, with labour and patience, 
fell the proudest of the forest’s wooded monarchs and 
score furrows in the eternal rocks ! Martin felt very 
proiM as, with the makpr’s scrutiny, he contemjdatcd 
his axe and wielded it ; and it was right that he 
should be so — there is no pride more worthy than 
that which exalts the heart ofc the maker. 

In the afternoon Martin began the building of his 
house. Me selected hale branches of the too wcll- 
wooded trees, and by cautiously burning them at the 
bases and hacking them with his axe, managcrl before 
sundown to gather an excellent pile of stout timber, 
six beams in all, from which he pulled the unnecessary 
branchlcts. JDuring his toil he heard angel-voices in 
the forest, but, occuijicd with work and day-dream.s, 
he imagined the sountls were his cars humming with 
the harmony memory was constantly recalling— that 
living melody, the music of I leaven. In this, however, 
he deceived him.self, for the sounds were angel-made, 
and not phantoms of the brain ; and ere he had 
completed the day’s woodcraft, he saw with rapture 
Zuron and then Tricst, with tlirec unknown angels, 
emerge from the forest. 

“ Hail, brother! ” cried Zuron to him ; while Tricst 
gave the familiar salute. 

Martin ran towards the approaching spirits. 

“ Welcomt ! Welcome 1 This is a happy meeting : 
it gives a glimpse of Heaven again 1 Have you seen 
Broon?” and many eager questions and comments 
rained from his lips. As soon as the angels had 
arrived at the eminence, Martin ran to where the be.st 
fruits grew and brought the guests bounteous festival. 
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This is a goodly world, brother/' said Zuron. 

“ Have you seen much of it ? " asked the man in- 
terested. 

With these my comrades I have been all about 
it There is every material inducement on the globe^ 
to stimulate the healthy effort of a happy and con- 
tented people. The earth here has a soil which will 
reward a little carer with abundance, and beyond 
the seas which stretch about this place are continents 
waiting for persevering settlers. Angels can see the 
day — to the angel judgment it is not very far hence 
— when all the countries lying fallow will be blessed 
with intelligent life. There are inlets and rivers which 
some day will be harbours and highways, holding 
ships laden with the blessings of a greedl^s commerce ; 
there are hills and dales at present bearing nothing 
but wanton grass, which in due course will be waving 
with golden grain — food for a faultless people. Martin, 
my brother, it will not be in your years, but leave it as 
a l^acy of duty to your children, and bid them leave it 
to their children, and so on down the generations, until 
the time for proper action comes, that, when the days 
are ripe, settlers shall go forth to these waste places 
of the world to bring to life and use the potentialities 
there. Bid them delve for the powers at preseint 
sleeping in the earth's deep womb, and capture and 
use the untrained forces of Nature — let them realise 
that there is useful power as well as useful beauty in 
Nature ; but let them never slay or lose the beauty for 
the sake of the useful power. Let them earn all they 
may of God's material gifts, but at no moment ever 
forget that those gifts — useful or beautiful as they 
may — are for tli^ health of all men equally — ^that 
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nothing; belongs to any man but is lent by God to 
him while he lireathes and is worthy. And, above all, 
my brother, let not the gathering of material wealth 
displace intellectual effort and the just cultivation of 
the soul ! ” ^ 

Zuron paused, looking at Martin earnestly, and the 
man, anxious to .show his a])()reciation of the angel’s 
wisdom, said : . 

“ All this coun.scl, Zuron, I will keep close to me. 
But will not you and the angels, and' — dare I .say it ? — 
I, perhaps, as one of the then .spirit world, come here 
and guide the action.s of the men of that distant day, 
so that the earth may be rightly used ? ” 

“The angels will always be about the w’orld.a.s they 
are about aH,thc worhis, until it is merely a dead 
accumulation of matter, or <li,s.soIved into gas absorbed 
by yonder sun ; whichever God deems its destiny 
shall be ; but upon you, and your children, depends 
whether the angels shall be jiotent influencc.s or not. 
On every individual rc.sts the future of his fellow, s. 
Keep sinlc.sH, and let all the generations remain so ; 
never once allow the devil to triumph here, and the 
guardian angels will be vksible and openly helpful ; but 
as .soon as a man sins, the angels are invisible to him.” 

“ I shall battle for my trust,’’ said Martin, with 
heartiness in tone and bearing, “ I wish that the 
tempters would come, that I might vanquish them 1 ” 

The angeks^smiled with kindne.ss at his eagerness, 
but Zuron said .softly ; 

“Be not too hasty for that either. To avoid 
temptation is to defeat the 'devil. Avoid it while you 
may ; but when you must face it, do so resolutely and 
conquer ! ” 
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“ I will ! ” Martin cried enthusiastically. “ I will I 
With God’s help, I will ! ” 

“ Let it also be a legacy of duty,” continued Zuroi:, 

“ that these new nations — your children .scattered in 
distant parts of the world— iihall never be isolated one 
from the others. They must keep in constant touch, 
being really brothers in birth and blood, although the 
influences of envirosimcnt may tend to differentiate 
the form and the colour of the skin. This unceasing 
effort after association is a vital duty. In this 
constant striving to keep as one in ideals and interests 
rests the satisfaction and progress of this world in the 
future. Remember, Martin, the moral of this my 
homily — your responsibilities are not merely personal : 
they embrace the whole of the future of existence 
here, the future of all this globe rests in your heart. 
Brothers,” he then said to his celestial companions, 
“ let us have mu.sic now.” n 

The three unknown angels took their harps and 
played soft harmonies, the birds in the neighbourhood 
answered the melody with occasional solitary calls, 
and the beasts opened their ears and listened. Martin 
speedily put the relics of the day’s work in order, 
tended the fire, and then, reclining on his bed of leaves, 
watched the five seated angels, whose pre.sencc made 
his eminence a place of sparkling splendour, and 
hearkened to the music of their instruments and their 
songs, until, soothed by their dream-wo^jing Iullabie.s, 
he lapsed into sleep. 

The next day Martin cut the remainder of the 
branches which were intended to form the frame of 
his habitation, and with eager axe sharpened their 
broader ends; then with another piece of flint he 
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scratched and delved laboriously until a series of holes 
was made in a circle; in these holes he fixed the 
several beams. The upper parts were interlaced and 
bound with strips of bark torn from trees in the 
vicinity. The simple hon,sc, completed, formed a true 
arbour, cool, comfortable, scented, sweet — a home 
worthy of his comin;' bride — a bower beautiful, fit for 
the Eve of his Eden. Ere the seturn of the angels, 
who with intention had left him during the daytime, 
and while still the sky wa,s golden in the west, Martin, 
working with enthusia.stic activity, completed that 
labour by trailing the light-giving flowers brought 
from Heaven up the main supports of the hou.se. 
Around tho.se branches the brilliant climbers clung, 
and, as if tl^ey knew the desire of their human 
possessor, they ha.stened in the ensuing days to 
glorify his labour by covering the edifice with 
festoons and clusters of a variety of blo.s.soms. 

Zuron and Tric.st returning, gave the structure and 
its future occui;)ants a solemn ble.s.sing. 

Contented days streamed past. Angel.s, interested 
in the de.stiny of Martin, came and went, bringing 
news of the worlds from Heaven, and songs and 
harmonies ; and very greatly Martin enjoyed that 
varied angelic communion. Zuron departed after 
some time, but Tricst remained on the world through- 
out that period of .solitude, and never allowed a day 
to pass without coming once at lea.st to converse 
with and cheer Martin — keeping his mind and ideals 
from the po.ssibility of rust, and explaining many 
things. During those days Martin energetically went 
on with his labour and the organisation and founda- 
tion of the future. He improved his axe, in one 
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part of the country dammed a squandcrous stream, 
lopped from trees and plants branches deemed dan- 
gerously fertile, created a pointed spade, from a 
hollowed branch-end made a vessel for holding 
milk or carrying water, and did a hundi'ech other 
necessary acts of detail. He filled the days with 
pure thoughts and good, though simple, deeds, lived 
the perfect life as /ar as it can be lived with the 
sweeter part of humanity still in the vista of fascinat- 
ing promise, gathered joy, holiness, and wisdom from 
the angels, and earned the confidence and friendship 
of all on his world that breathed. 

Love ! love ! love ! Like the swelling notes of a 
mighty organ, pealing among cathedral rafters, the 
thought of an ideal comi)anionship suddenly clanged 
in the lone man’s mind. 1 Ic was at his labour in a 
bower of new-opened blossoms when a sense of ripe 
happiness flushed through him. He felt attracted 
and attractive ; it was as if he were a lode-stone 
drawing something towards him, while at the same 
time he was being drawn to an influence somewhere 
else. It was as if a part of a circle were finding its 
complement; as if an imperfection were growing 
perfect ; as if a long unfinished edifice were receiving 
its crowning pinnacle; as if a book with a new 
message were on the eve of beautiful completion. 
He felt all this, he did not think it ; he was in those 
moments a sensuous rather than a reasonable being ; 
he was possessed of an emotional joy which he could 
not have defined, and did not think of fathoming. 
He was happy and found the world happy. Love — 
more powerful than thought, than life, than death- 
true Love was living ! 
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Triest appeared, and Martin saw that the angel 
was joyous as usual, but even more so than usual. 

“More of my subjects, O Triest?” he asked play- 
fully. 

“ Nd, O King,” an.swerecj the angel, laughing ; “ your 
ma.ster now.” 

At that moment Martin, .seeing Zuron, who had 
been some days absent, flying «ver the trees, con- 
cluded that Triest referred to that superb being, 
whose splendour, every time he .saw him, .seemed 
to have grown greater. 

“ Come with me, brother,” said Zuron, returning 
Martin’s salutation. 

With the sense of an uncertain experience boding, 
Martin follow<id Triest and Zuron through the lovely 
woodland. The joy of the day gradually drew 
Martin’s heart from vagueness to lightness. The 
world was so full* of sunshine. Everything — flowers, 
trees, grass, animals, birds, waters, sky, angels — was 
glad. The impressionable mortal, as his heart- 
lightne.ss grew, wanted to clap his hands and sing, 
but wisely he restrained himself ; his eyes, however, 
were very bright, and he looked at all the wonders 
and beauties about him eagerly and appreciatively. 

“ Proceed, brother,” said Zuron suddenly, and while 
Martin continued his way, he and Triest touched the 
flowers and fruits and .saplings, called' to the birds, 
and waited. • 

Martin walked cautiously onwards, peering ex- 
citedly about, knowing well what he was to find, 
yet hesitating to confess even to himself his expecta- 
tion. His heart throbbed, his face burned, his nerves 
trembled,— -and continued increasingly to do .so as he 
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walked among the glories of the wood. The joy 
which occupied his being grew into pain, and the 
pain into nervous agony. He stopped, fearful to 
proceed, and then looked back uncertain. Zuron and 
Triest were discreetly ou^ of sight Martin 'stood 
there until he regained strength of purpose. He 
became angry with himself for his cowardliness, and 
in an excess of self-^cusation strode stoutly onward. 
Then he stopped again, suddenly. His bride had 
come! 

Lying on a slope, her head pillowed in a cluster of 
flowers whose dewy petals kissed her brow and 
neck, was a woman sleeping. Above, shading her 
from the sun-glare, spread branches, holding a canopy 
of spring-time blossoms and leaves ; ^nd all about, 
in brake and bush, thicket and tree, were birds 
singing love’s anthem. Martin felt translated to a 
second Heaven. His heart quaked with the awe 
of holiness. He knelt, and, clasping his hands, gazed 
at the sleeping form. Love’s adoration was in his 
eyes. The sleeping one’s hair was golden-red, it 
spread about her in a glowing luxuriance ; her face 
and neck, arms and hands, were white, like marble 
pulsed with blood, for the blue veins showed on 
the whiteness ; dark eyebrows and eyelashes framed 
and fringed eyes which Martin afterwards discovered 
were blue and bright, and possessed of many depths 
of colour and of thought. Her forni, clad in its 
simple silken garment of clinging green, had the 
excellent fulness of healthy womanhood. Martin’s 
uitifnate wish was granted. Eve had come to his 
Eden, and Paradise was Paradise at last I 

“Fty a while he lingered gazing at this queen of 
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his earth, and as he did so, his active mind — his 
subconsciousness — was racing through a picture- 
gallery of the saints, comparing and contrasting 
with those canonised persons, the <Icmi-cleitie.s of 
his old life, this beautifiil woman. His heart was 
strangely abashed. He put out hi.s hand to touch 
her hand, but drew his own back, its mission unful- 
filled. His mona.stic training — .a pure one — com- 
pelled him to regard this being a.s an id>'Il ; in 
the monastery Woman to him had been an ab- 
straction, a golden phantom, queen of a palace of 
dreams. He had adored and paid his vows to the 
Mother of Christ; with heart of pride he had 
imagined the triumph.s, with actual bodily pain 
had .shared tlyi sufferings, of the maiden-martyrs ; 
but all that pride and all that woe had, in the 
end, been devoted to abstractions which his brain 
had evolved and jjainted. Throughout his conscious 
life, actual woman had been absent, the unknown 
mysterious she had been a creature of vi.sion.s only. 
Now she was to be with him altogether, a vital 
breathing fact, sharing his food, helping his life, 
laughing when he laughed, sorrowing when he 
sorrowed, really one with him ; and naturally, on 
the threshold of the door which held the pas-sage 
between these two states of experience, he trembled 
while he loved. 

He rose to Ms feet and walked softly back to the 
angels. 

“Well? "said Zuron. 

“ God is very good. Oh, that I may be worthy of 
such a companion ! ” 

"She is beautiful,’’ said Triest, “in mind and soul, 
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as well as body; she has the power to make any 
man holy. Do you love her, Martin ? ” 

“It is as if I had been in a wilderness all these 
years, seeking for something which at last is found. 
Words cannot describe my^ feelings, nor even suggest 
my many mingled hopes and fears. My heart is 
bounding with glad life, my pulses throb with blood 
which is touched with fire. I feel now as though I 
were one of the company of immortals. All the 
world is filled with wild gladness, the birds are 
singing with nobler notes, the flowers are sweeter, 
brighter — like those which Broon showed to me in 
Heaven — ^the trees, sky, everything, is bathed with 
a soft, red light, so beautifying. Is this glorification 
of all things— this rapture of my jsoul — this all- 
pervading gladness — this religion — a transformation 
wrought by Love ? ” 

“ Ah, Martin,” Zuron said, smilir>g, “ now you are 
touching the mysteries. Love is a quick creator — a 
wonderful transformer. Where Love is, is always 
golden land." 

“In Heaven,” said the enthusiast, “the seventh 
circle is dedicated to Love 1 Love is the prime 
virtue.” 

“Aye, and in your life keep it so. True love is 
the strength, bad love — the essence of selfishness — 
the chief weakness of the worlds of men. Cherish 
your love, Martin. Keep it as the 5»recious jewel 
which loses its light when the voice of anger or the 
plea of selfishness is raised. But she wakes, she 
rises, she is coming!" 

Martin’s heart beat an excited tattoo : he was 
at once hot with expectancy and ice-cold with awe. 
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“ What is her name ? ’’ he whispererl 

“What shall her name he?” said Zuron. 

“ What was she called where she came frem ? ” 

“Give her a new name. She would rather be 
called by the name you choose.” 

“ I cannot — dare not name a name ! Oh, thi.s is 
misery ! ” 

“ Tell me. What does she ^seem chiefly to have 
brought to thi.s, her future ht>mc?” 

Martin looked romul at the roseate world. 

“Oh, brightnc.ss, colour, harmony, but more than 
all else, light ! ” 

“ Then let her name he of light.” 

“Aye, Lucy! Lucy! Lucy!” Martin cried enthu.si- 
astically, as if he were hero in the li.sts of chivalry 
proclaiming 'his lady-love. The glad name rang 
through the avenues, and was whispered in echoe.s 
among the lea^'cs. 

Lucy ! Almost before the word had travelled for 
the third time from Martin’s lips, the po.sse,ssor of that 
name appeared. She parted a way through the high- 
waving gra.sses that clung to her, and came towards 
him. Trembling, he murmured : “ Lucy, my bride, 
my love!” and held out hi.s arms to welcome her. 

In a sweet, low voice she spoke words of greeting, 
Martin understood their tone : he read their meaning 
by the expression, for they were in an unknown 
tongue. “ Husband,” was how his heart interpreted 
them, and hi.s heart interpreted truly. Her voice bore 
manna to his soul. It was sweet and comforting, 
like an angel’s caress. Lucy went to him. She took 
his hands, and raised her face : her eyes shone with 
love-light. Their lips met in the first kiss. There 
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was a hush, and then a chorus of silvery trills swelled 
from sweet birds' throats. All nature was in harixiony 
with them, as, hand-in-hand, and silently, the lovers 
went towards their home. 

Far away in Heaven the tocsin for universal 
rang out, and the angels in their orisons remembered 
Martin and Lucy, throughout existence, whether 
flying along the pathways of space, or stationed on 
the myriad worlds, the angels joined in the devotions 
with their fellows of Heaven, hoping, remembering', 
rejoicing. Martin and Lucy, during the honeyed 
moments of that homeward walk, were the united 
objects on which the attention of the whole virtuous 
spirit- world was centred. Every angel was thinking 
of them then. All existence was affected by their 
nuptials. 

In Hell, the fell Prince, conscioug of the wide- 
spread celestial sympathy, and wondering thereat^ 
knowing well that good was being done and happi- 
ness realised, determined that the day of spoliation 
and of Hell’s revenge should not fail to be. The joy 

of all that is good is dust and ashes, wormwood 

wormwood ! — ^to the lips and hearts of Satan and the 
lost Lord God! why do they exist, those pitiless 
ones — ^the obstinate, obdurate, unalterable damned ? 
Why do they exist to mar what is spotless and 
beautiful? — ^to blot thy work? ^ 

Hush! God is all-wise as well as omnipotent. 
Who are we to question Him? 

Heedless alike of angels' blessings and devils’ 
wrath,, Lucy and Martin went homewards, like 
lovars,: leisurely. 
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T UCY and Martin went homeward leisurely : not 
the shortest way — for what was time or dis- 
tance to them in that hour of honeymoon? — but by 
the bank of a stream which rippled and sparkled 
on through fields of mature green, under occasional 
awnings leni: by the branches of bended trees, amid 
luscious grasses and armies of glorious flowers, in 
progress delightful. Birds soaring in the sky or 
chanting in the neighbouring thickets echoed the 
anthem of the lovers’ hearts; grazing or wandering 
beasts of all the kinds trotted up to gaze at the 
happy human ones and to have their heads fondled 
and caressed; even the fishes rose to the surface 
and stared at the mortals whose sun-lighted forms, 
reflected in the water, had disturbed the depths 
of their sanctuaries. 

But love’s longest way reaches home at last. 
When Lucy and Martin arrived at the eminence, 
with its edifice covered and crowned by the glowing 
flowers of Heaven, they found Zuron and Triest 
there awaiting them. The angels gave them joyful 
welcome. Then Zuron took the right hand of each 
of the mortals. 
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At the touch still greater gladness thrilled through 
their nerves and veins and seemed to dominate Nature. 
The flowers and grasses quivered and gave forth new 
scents and sweetnesses, the winds breathing through 
the world of branches uttered soft harmonies, the 
distant sea sustained its wavering murmur ; beasts 
lowed in sonorous satisfaction, the shriller voices of 
some of the animals^ being subdued by considerate 
distance; but beyond all — above all — through all — 
the birds kept up their jubilations. Such a glad, 
mad, wild, merry chorus was surely never heard 
on any other planet ! Then all the voices of 
the feathered makers of music were united and 
harmoniously blended into one splendid hymn 
— it was the Anthem of Marriage, with which the 
melody-makers of Martin’s world jo^cd to do 
homage to Lucy, their queen, at her simple en- 
thronement. , 

In a solemn voice Zuron said the few words 
which in that bright place were all that was 
necessary. 

“Martin, will you have this woman to be your 
wedded wife, till death and after death?” 

Eagerly the happy man answered : 

“ Aye, Zuron.” 

Then in her own language, Zuron asked Lucy the 
question. Her answer also was evidently, “Aye,” 
for the angel, joining the hands of man and maid, said 
loudly, as if for all on and about that world to hear : 

“Those whom God hath joined together let no 
power put asunder I ” 

All the while the birds had continued their wild 
chorus ; now, at once, as the angel silently consum- 
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mated the wedding by bending and kissing the joined 
right hands of the married mortals, they hushed, as if 
in obedience to a mysterious command - there was 
sudden absolute silence, conveying an almost stun- 
ning contrast to the preceding reign of sound. I.ucy 
sank on to her knees, praying — .she did not heed the 
solemn quiet ; but Martin stood, for the moments, 
spell-bound by it. Then he heard a melody — as no 
doubt the two angels did also — which was not of his 
earth. Softly — almost in sobs, so great was the 
distance — came the Marriage Anthem which the 
angels of Heaven were singing. Martin hearkened 
to it with heart momentarily numb with excitement 
and wonder. Softly — so softly — the harmony, like a 
zephyr, breathed into his ears and then went its way 
through th« worlds, on its passage from Heaven, 
through the universe, back to its place within the 
Gates of God.* 

Shortly after the marriage, Zuron and Triest flew 
away, and the beginners of that world of better men 
were left alone. Songsters, .sing your sweetest; 
flowers, blossom kindly; sun, shine your brightest; 
for here is the perfect world, and here are the parent.^ 
of the perfect people ! 

The months of golden honeymoon went on, and, 
although in the red vaults of Hell, Satan was weaving 
schemes of mischief and planning evil, while his 
angels were'seouring existence in search of the world 
on which the favoured monk with the my.sterious 
mission had been stationed, the search as yet was 
fruitless, and his plans were of no avail. There was 
no fiend nor temptation, no sin nor selfishness, on 
that fortunate planet Peace prevailed throughout 
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and where Lucy and Martin lived and worked, love 
abounded. 

In this state of paradise they watched the clays 
lengthen to comfortable summer, and then .shorten 
through fruitful autumn to winter beautiful with 
flowers and possessed of no unpleasantness. In that 
Eden the seasons were gently marked : .spring was 
distinct from summer, nvinter from spring ; but there 
was no violent change from one .season to another, 
there were no extremes in the conditions of Nature ; 
in winter there was much of spring’s sweetness and 
freshness, in summer there was some of the ripe fruit- 
fulness which is autumn’s special possession ; but still 
autumn was autumn and summer distinctly summer. 
There wei'c in the different seasons }ust enough 
alteration and development to prevent the sameness 
which diminishes the full appreciation of comfort and 
beauty. There was change enouglf occurring to 
enhance the various delights of that bright habitation 
of bliss. The flowers, obedient to the rules of Nature, 
lived and were beautiful, then in due order they went 
to dust, until from their seeds they upsprung in a new 
birth of glory. The birds and beasts multiplied as is 
their wont ; the God-laid laws of existence acted 
in that world as truly — as certainly — as justly, as 
they act in every other part of material existence. 
Nature’s world lived as Nature’s world everywhere 
lives, but with a minimum of unkindness and cruelty. 

Day by day Martin and his bride went about their 
duties. It was gentle work, gentle as everything 
else in that blessed life was ; and as they laboured — 
ia the manner of loyal, mutually helpful lovers — he 
taught her his language, which she delighted to leam. 
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As they came to the various things of their existence 
he pointed to, or touched them, calling them by their 
names, and she, in happy eagerness to learn, with 
nervous tongue, lisping, repeated them, until her accent 
became true and her speech was silver. All the 
animals, birds, flowers, trees, and inanimate facts in 
the sky and on the earth were named by Martin in 
this manner, and very soon ^Lucy had learnt the 
essential nouns of her new language, and proudly 
used them. With pride, still greater, her instructor 
realised her progress, and in lover’s manner, praised, 
complimented, and rewarded her. Happy moments! 
happy mortals ! Speedily, with constant practice, sen- 
tences were created and used. “ To love,” even then, 
in that grammar school of bird-songs, rose-bushes, 
and gurgling streams, was the first verb conjugated. 

This simple mental labour stimulated Martin to 
extend his intellectual efforts. He determined to write, 
and the story of the development of the knowledge 
of God on his old earth, with the history of the birth, 
work, death, and resurrection of Christ, was to be his 
subject. He would write the Bible, as he remembered 
it, modified by experience. He had a rich store of 
mental material. As the lengthening days of summer 
approached, he felt that the time for the achievement 
of his big task had come. He yearned to be doing 
it. But what should he write with ? He could find 
no materiate sufficiently lasting for his purpose. Dried 
wood, the stronger river-bank reeds, these and other 
means scriptorial occurred to him ; but were .severally 
rejected ; they faded and rotted too easily. Lucy and 
he wandered about their kingdom, at one and the 
same time practising their speech, tending the trees 
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and fruit and flowers, superintending the animal life, 
and searching for the penman’s materials. At last, in 
a cave where many animals of a past day had found 
shelter and a sepulchre, were bones. Martin and 
Lucy gathered a number of the broadest ones and 
went with haste and eagerness homeward, to begin 
the writing. 

Ere the sun of that ^evening had reddened, Martin, 
scratching laboriously with a piece of sharp flint, 
began to write on a yellowed blade-bone. His mind 
was full of facts of the old existence, and theories of 
the new. He was the inspired historian, yearning to 
express the universe of thought in his brain. I dcas were 
piled upon ideas, a veritable Babel-tower of prudent 
philosophy was raised in his mind, recollections and 
reminiscences accumulated, book-learning and the 
knowledge which the eyesight gathers, brought their 
armies of sifted and justified thought — all of them 
good ideas, waiting to be scratched into being : and 
the means for doing this, were a piece of flint-stone 
and a hard smooth surface of bone ! The inadequacy 
of the material, measured by the greatness of the task, 
fretted the writer’s soul. Martin almost knew despair 
as, after much finger-aching effort, he looked up to 
notice the sun half-way behind the horizon, and not 
one idea of that multiplicity of many in his mind 
expressed entirely. 

Supper taken, and prayers said, Martinr and Lucy 
retired to their couches within the flower-decked 
domicile. Very soon sleep spread its influence over 
them, and the happiness of the active earth-life was 
ex^anged for that of dreamland. Age of love and 
inncx:eQce 1 Period of perfect joy I Unsullied days of 
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complete content ! The only quite happy human life ! 
Throughout the night the birds carolled, the (lowing 
waters spread their music, fireflies flashed and darted 
up and down the avenues, and the scents of a forest of 
flowers rose in a wide sjrhcre of faint exhalation, 
making the night as delightful as the night of a 
moonless world ever can be. It was an existence of 
absolute peace, and the angels in, Heaven because of 
it, were glad. 

On the following morning, as soon as the usual 
necessary duties of the day were done, Martin resumed 
his writing. He scratched penscveringly with his flint 
on the blade-bone, but for the multitude of ideas 
surging in his brain, the crude implements which 
circumstances^ had grudged him were hopeles.s. In 
the afternoon, after numerous pauses to rest his 
cramped fingers and permit his congested nervous 
energy to flow fwee, he abandoned the work ; he felt 
it was no use continuing the history in that lame way. 
He must find better materials. For two days he 
worked energetically among the flowers, wondering 
all the while how he could obtain the things he needed. 
Meantime the flood of ideas did not diminish, and 
Martin became nervous to write ; he was in a fever to 
express what was waiting to be expres.sed-— every fibre 
of his being was impelling him to say his say. He 
was further influenced by a deep consciousness that 
the message he had to deliver was necessary to the 
good-weal of posterity, and nobody else could deliver 
it ! He must write 1 The passion of the prophet was 
upon him ! He must write 1 His message must be 
given I So with increasing intensity of determination, 
he sought adequate means, 
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Lucy and he were sitting by a river, watching the 
play of the fishes, and tracing the reflections of flowers 
and grasses in the crystal depths, when a similar idea 
occurred to them simultaneously. Lucy uttered a 
word — in the excitement o|“ the moment she failed to 
realise that it was in her own old language — and 
pointed to the opposite bank of the river. At the 
same instant, Martin rose, and running a little way 
alongside the stream to a narrow part, sprang across ; 
then taking a piece of flat fallen wood from where it 
was lying in the grass he went down to the level of 
the water and removed a portion of plastic clay from 
the shaded place it occupied. With excited hands he 
rolled a ball of it, and then, to test its suitableness for 
his special purpose, placed it on the gj*ound beyond, 
and pressed it with his foot into a broad slab. Then 
with the same piece of wood he traced characters 
upon it. The characters were those comprising the 
name of his bride, and in the exultation of his 
love, as well as of his discovery of a possible 
means of easy writing, he shouted with glee. 
Lucy, witnessing his happiness, clapped her hands 
and threw a victor’s wreath she had been weaving 
to him. They were like children joying in a prize. 

Martin left the little slab where it was, preferring 
not to erase its burden of a beloved name, and dug 
more clay, which he carried home. After having 
with flint axe wrought a piece of wood into a stylus, 
a second time he began his labour. While he wrote, 
Lucy, with busy hands — occupied they always were 
in some useful or beautifying activity — fashioned 
wreaths and festoons of flowers, to grace the neigh- 
bm^ng taanches and to wear, plaited coverlets 



While working she sang the better songs of her old 
life. With this sweet accompaniment in the hours of 
leisure, Martin carefully scored the letters which were 
to spell God’s knowledge and the best world-wisdom 
to the truth-seekers of futurity. 

Day by day he continued his task, himself gaining 
great benefit and joy from it. It'vcry morning on his 
earliest rounds he gathered a due portion of the 
plastic clay which was carefully flattened into a 
regular shape. Uniformity and method were first 
principles with Martin in such an important work, 
and before night-time came, he had generally accom- 
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Very smooth and uneventful were the early days 
of that existence. The .sinless hours passed on ; the 
man and woman by their .sinle.ssne.ss and .selflessness 
grew still less liable to sin and .sclfishne.s.s. They 
were fulfilling the mi.ssion ,God had given them. If 
they were true, their children were little likely to be 
untrue, for as the parent is, so the child certainly may 
be, and the retention of a sinless state on that world 
would be a probable fact and a grand example. 
Purity improved their beauty, happiness strengthened 
their health, — so for the body : their souls were such 
as the angels love. Physically they grew closer to 
perfection daily, and their spiritual progress was com- 
mensurate with that. But it was through the con.stant 
effort of prayer and devoted labour, ;and a never- 
ceasing intelligence and appreciation of the beautiful 
facts abounding that their powers were strengthened. 

Even in a condition of temporal perfection — un- 
troubled by the wiles of tempter.s — they knew it 
was of vital necessity still to strive after goodness, 
for an ideal is only realised and retained by continual 
wrestling with the real. 

So the world rolled along its course. The aerial 
web wrought by Orrin’s angels was still intact. The 
fiends had not found the hopeful mortals yet. The 
four seasons succeeded one another until the second 
spring had come. With the spring came new glad- 
ness and a rich possession — such a possession as 
drew Martin and Lucy nearer still to one another, 
and brought many angels with dowers of blessings 
from their places other-whither. 

The earth was sweet and warm with morning’s 
sunshine on a day in that second spring, when Lucy 
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gave almost painless birth to a daughter-babe. A.s 
Martin, with the emotion of thankfulness and the 
passion of fatherly jjricle in his heart, stood at the 
entrance of the flower-bounded home and gazed on 
his loved ones twain lyiqg therein, he sang of his 
deep glad gratitude in a song which gave strength 
to the weary, smiling mother, and was pleasing to 
Heaven. , 


CHAPTER XI 

LUCY BEGINS HER STORY 

TT was on a Sunday afternoon — for Martin care- 
fully retained the old-world days of the seven- 
day week, counting the first day from that on which 
he and Triest had arrived on the planet — that 
Lucy began to tell her story. The _happy mother 
recovered rapidly, and during the gentle days of 
convalescence she commenced her tale. 

Her old world had five moons, and was one of a 
flotilla of planets circling round a sun much greater 
than that which gave the globe of Martin’s previous 
life warmth and light and force. 

“ I need not tell you of the early history of my 
country, nor of the rise and fall of nations and 
empires in the still younger years of that world. 
Their history is that of proud material power rising 
to a height, then crumbling and decaying into 
forgetfulness. Empires were raised by human 
strength alone ; when that strength- failed, as in- 
evitably it was bound to do, the empires disappeared, 
sometimes with awful suddenness. The tale those 
lost powers and peoples tell is full of moral and 
warning. The mounds, which contain all that is 

left of their palaces, rise in a desolate wilderness — 
us 
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they are the sepulchres of a pride which did not 
condescend to remember God, and monuments of 
a might which the angels must recognise as weak- 
ness very weak. 

“ All I need do now, Martin, is describe generally 
the life which we in that other planetary existence 
had to live, and from which — fortunate I ! for I 
have met you — the archangel Zuron took me one 
never-to-be-forgotten day.” 

Lucy paused to kiss the babe which looked up, and 
to the mother seemed to smile. Martin, meanwhile, 
gazed gladly on the perfect picture before him, his 
bride and babe its central objects. As a background 
to Lucy was the home with its scarlet and golden 
blossomvS burning from a robe of green ; above swung 
branches, and teyond the branches domed the deep- 
blue sky. The plaint of rippling waters and the 
twittering and caj-ols of birds added melody to the 
music of her voice. The place for the ideal life 1 

“Many years went pa.st. Very slowly, very cer- 
tainly, a new and better order of things prevailed. 
A somewhat less selfish civilisation was quickened 
amongst the people. Population and wisdom spread 
all over the earth. Out of the chaos of peoples 
emerged five great definite races which grew and 
grew, and conquered and explored, until the whole of 
the habitable parts of the world were settled by them. 
Every one of these powers was an empire, proud and 
mighty; every one regarded the others as enemies 
to be feared or fought with arms and diplomacy. 

“Time passed. These five empires, each one 
respecting the power of the four others, kept an 
armed peace, and the weighty years which went by 
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helped in the prevention of war ; but every man 
was a warrior, every woman could make bread and 
bind wounds, every child was trained to fulfil his or 
her patriotic destiny. For the tribe, then the 
nationality, then the nation, then the race, was 
successively the political ideal of the people, until 
the general aspiration of that humanity broadened 
to the great consujmmation — but of that I will tell 
you in a little while. 

There was, of course, another ideal, the spiritual, 
which influenced and constantly drew Godwards the 
people of my five-mooned world. 

‘'From earliest days, the inhabitants of that sphere 
knew that God is the Creator of the world, that the 
universe is His treasure-house, and every star which 
studs it one of His own jewels, that the life on every 
inhabited world is His life implanted in creatures 
which He made. That fact weu, never doubted, 
though there were mysteries in our religion which 
from their nature could not be read by us, principles 
laid down which our wisdom could not justify ; but 
beyond such considerations, we realised that there 
was a Mind wiser than ours, and we had faith that 
in God's due time, all the mysteries and unfitting 
circumstances would be explained and made fitting, 

"We wondered whether the sinners of the earlier 
dead empires would be lost, and then came to our 
understanding, by gentle influences, the knowledge 
that to redeem the souls of the ignorant of all ages 
the Son of God had given Himself a Sacrifice, and — 
divine humility ! — had made the sacrifice by dying a 
death of shame, on a world smaller than ours and com- 
paratively insignificant, one of a solar system which 
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we had never seen, and of whose character and where- 
abouts had no knowledge. Of the physical fact we 
knew little, but of it and its spiritual .significance we 
had no doubt. The .story of Chri.st, from His Virgin 
Birth to His Resurrection, was known by us well. 
Every detail of the divine story was very definite to 
us. It had been delivered to the world by inspired 



influence, and was written bjjj the pens of saints. 
The Church was slowly organised. Religion went 
everywhere with the people: all over the world it 
was much the same. Each of the five proud races, 
though different in their ideals and characteristics, 
owned one Over-Lord, Christ He was the King 
of the Peoples. In the realisation and worship of 
Him all the nations joined. Politically, they were 
at first asuncler, but in the religious sense they were 
always truly joined. Years upon years drifted by. 

“ At first th(i universal Church was an institution of 
splendid simplicity. The men and women who 
devoted themselves to its work were the chosen of 
the people, and worthily honoured for their un- 
selfish lives, and the power of their minds. The 
ministers were shining patterns ; good preachers, 
good workers, living self-sacrificing lives. So far as 
they could, in the earlier poorer days of the world, 
they lived in accordance with the Ideal of Christ, and 
in face and character grew not unlike the Saviour of 
all men. • 

“ But gradually, as new countries were developed 
and the various treasures of the earth were found and 
garnered, the character of humanity slowly changed. 
There was an intensifying of the desire for material 
wealth, and an increasing knowledge of and pride in 
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possessing the benefits and comforts which the use of 
wealth conferred. Men began to build unnecessary 
houses. Towns grew up; turning hills and valleys, 
where God’s winds had blown and flowers had 
blossomed, into places of smoke and stone. Some 
rivers were stained and spoilt. Human inventiveness 
and energy were triumphant Material wealth con- 
tinued to increase and accumulate; as they did so, 
the character of humanity and the character of the 
Church still further changed, for, as experience tells 
me, the religion of a people shows, as nought else 
can do, the heart and mind of that people. In all 
ways simplicity was becoming lost It was a grievous 
loss. Much happiness went with it 

“The old divinely-appointed custom of one-tenth 
part of all wealth produced being given to the Church 
for the strengthening and spreading of its social and 
religious work was well maintained^ consequently 
the Church became rich ; its priests, through a growing 
fondness for formalism and ceremony, forgetting their 
human duties, for a time did not use all the wealth 
that they held. It accumulated and accumulated, 
and the Church grew more and more rich. Then, 
forced by the very magnitude of their possessions, 
the priests lavished their wealth on unspiritual 
ecclesiastical things; they purchased rich apparel 
to wear before the jewel-encrusted altars, built vast, 
magnificent churches, and adorned them •with costly 
stones and blazing colours. Slowly, over the drift of 
years, the style of the services changed. As the 
external and internal simplicity of the edifices had 
been suffered to decay, so the simplicity of the 
went. A needless ritual gradually grew, the 
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old liturgy which had been a hallowed relic from the 
earliest days of the Church was altered, with omissions 
and additions suited to the fancy of the day, but out 
of accordance with the divine origins. After a while 
some men talked of ‘ i.sms ’ as though ‘ isms ’ were 
angels, and sects were born. A meaningless elabora- 
tion of things was prevalent generally through the 
world. • 

“ This trend of affairs wa.s the almost unnoticed work 
of centuries, but it was real. The Church and the 
World had distinctly altered from their original 
condition. Symbolism in the one, materialism 
in the other, were threatening the purity, the life, 
of both. Mammon began to dominate, and for a 
time his dominance was not healthily protested 
against, so that in the mart, even in the home, in 
many places where men met, selfishne.ss and worldli- 
ness were indulged, without thought of the consequent 
shame. 

“In an effortless state the world of men rested. 
It was the time for determined action ; failing that, 
it was the time of the beginning of decay. After 
many centuries of real and rapid progress — of steady 
marching towards the light — there was a pause, 
sustained ; the consequence of the unnoticed growth 
of carelessness in important things, and carefulness 
in regard to the unimportant Was it still to be 
progress ; of retrogression into decay, and thence 
unto death? The holiest men trembled. There 
were visions and propheci^. 

“It was the Church — the Catholic Church of my 
five-mooned world — which realised the danger and 
the need for its action. Resolutely the best men 
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and women of its communion roused themselves, 
and gave themselves, and worked. All .saw now 
with eyes which dread of brooding failure had made 
clear. The people of the Church began by reforming 
themselves. They gave tlv-'ir ornate unnecessary 
vestments to the poor to clothe their children with ; 
they cleansed their liturgy of the elaboration and 
mere formalism whicb-had crept into it ; they revived 
simplicity. The Church, by its resolute, wise, self- 
sacrificing efforts, again made itself the spiritual 
power of the world. Then it nerved itself and pre- 
pared to encounter Mammon, materialism, and the 
vices, weaknesses, meannesses, vanities, which had 
been permitted by an incautious humanity to grow 
within and threaten the soul of the comnounity. 

“A bloodless spiritual war began. There were 
many saints and heroes living then in our world. 
The Church was truly Christ’s. It wars the champion 
of good against evil, and bore victory in the conflict 
throughout. There was in the end no hope in 
resistance to it. One by one the citadels of the 
enemy were taken, and his power dispelled. Mam- 
mon, the father of many sins, was the stoutest 
opponent. It was a long struggle with him. Selfish- 
ness, Greed, and Worldliness, which are his well-loved 
children, all had the ardour born of their sire. 
But the Church in its purity of purpose, aflame 
with the enthusiasm of its soldiers, fier^ly attacked 
the evils in turn ; inevitably, in course of time, they 
began to tremble and fail. When I left the world 
with Zuron it was one where great dangers had been 
overcome, and great evils crushed by the inconquer- 
able power of a holy organisation of determined 
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religious men. The Church can do anything when 
it is really Chri.st’s Church. 

“ Materialism which, insidiously at first, then openly, 
had penetrated the community, was an enemy not 
difficult — in that world — to vanquish. Despite the 
innumerable form.s it took — from rank black atheism 
to the na.sty mummery of some spiritualistic semi- 
scientific sects — each and ev«ry one of them was 
dealt with, by reason and e.^amplc, until it fluttered 
out of mischief in flushes of .shame. This victory 
for religion could not, however, have been but for 
the resolute spirit of the Church. Had it not at 
first and entirely thrust from it formalism and other 
deadly fancies ; had it not clung close to the rules of 
love and cliarity ; had it not possessed through and 
through, and used, the power of the Holy Spirit, it 
must have failed. But it did its work ; it fought 
vice and igncft-ancc fiercely ; it won. Materialism 
died, vanqui.shed utterly. 

“Thus the Church saved the world, continuous 
retrogression was stayed, there was progress 
again. 

“ It was not untroubled progress, though. There 
were naturally, from time to time, outbreaks of 
jealousy, suspicion, selfishness. It is not possible 
for a humanity, endangered as that humanity had 
been, to progress always upwards. There must 
be — there "were, necessarily — lapses. But retro- 
gression never brought despair. It only caused a 
new determined effort on the parts of the militant 
virtuous. The Church, after it had regained itself, 
never lost heart. Its priests clung close as life to 
the ideals Christ had given them. So the ten- 
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dency was always, in spite of these lapses, to progress 
upwards. 

“ There was once a high priest, arrogant and vain, 
who presumed to excommunicate a man for inde- 
pendent thinking. This man, we and he realised 
afterwards, was wrong in his views, while the priest 
happened, in his opinions, to be right But the 
act of excommunication, by endeavouring to put 
one soul out of the pale and hopes of the Church, 
drew every other person in the world — ecclesiastical 
as well as lay — into sympathy with the one for- 
mally dispossessed. The high priest found him- 
self, through his want of charity, divorced from his 
fellows. His own great church was empty. He stood 
alone. He realised his error. He went to the ex- 
communicated man, and, taking his hand, led him 
— followed by the troubled multitude — to the altar. 
There he kissed his brow, and puMicly withdrew 
the ban which had, in effect, only outlawed himself. 
The world did not forget that experience. There 
wa:s never again a priestly excommunication. There 
was, indeed, through it a new sanctification of toler- 
ance, and a considerable quickening of love. Bad 
men, through shame, sometimes excommunicated 
themselves ; afterwards, when their self-imposed 
penance was effectual, returning regenerate to the 
fold. 

“ For the first time, then, the divers braTiches of the 
Church sought whether it was not possible to make 
all humanity one, and end for ever racial prejudices, 
political jealousies, partisan ambitions. Patriotism, 
which had been the noblest and broadest ideal tie 
world had hitherto held, was gradually and by all- 
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round effort lost in cosmopolitanism. The people 
of the different nations were no lonfjer rivals, but 
acknowledged brothers and sisters in that world-wide 
human family, equals and lovers all. 

“ At once the vast rapial armies, as fighting forces, 
ceased to exist. By universal agreement the sword 
was broken, but the military organisation was not 
destroyed ; its form was maiatained, and its power 
used for social purjjo.ses. The manhood of the world 
exercised its trained and united strength to crush 
abuses and fight whatever curses continued to 
exist. 

“Slowly, surely, by stages of brave advance and 
lessening retrogression, progress marched. In peace 
and conteijt, comfort and charity, the years swept 
by. The w(jrld was a sphere with a great deal of 
love on it.” 

Lucy pausad. The shades of evening had begun 
to creep, the good-nights of the wild life were being 
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his nostrils welcomed the scent which rose from the 
ground and was given off by the trees. Deliberately 
and critically he said word for word, in the original 
tongue, the services for matins and mass which so 
often had gone from his lips jn the Monastery of the 
Blessed Ascension. Were not he and his fellows 
then the victims of thoughtless wonls, written and 
framed by by-gone men, and had that regular repe- 
tition of phrases aiiid prayers, not in the vulgar 
tongue, really the virtue which once he thought it 
had ? He shivered with cold, still he sat there — 
sadly critical, wretchedly wondering. 

He heard happy sounds. Looking up he saw 
flying over the forest, shedding circles of light and 
glory around them, illumining the sletiping earth 
beneath, a group of several angels, singing as they 
went. They passed ovpr, and went beyond out 
of his sight. Their appearance and* pa.ssagc had 
strengthened him, removed his fears, recreated his 
great purpose. Men make errons and die, their 
errors often live and work mischief, but the angels 
see the end of the errors. That life of the monastery 
was an old life, dead to him ; let it remain dead ! 
There was no use shedding moans over it His 
purpose was with the present and the future. He 
rose from the mound of his tribulation and strode 
confidently homewards. 

The past was buried ; his heart was'' strong for 
the fight of the future. The music of the night-birds 
inspired him to song. He chanted the anthem his 
soul was then making, as, guided by the light-giving 
flowers from Heaven, he found his way to happiness 
and rest 


C:H AFTER XII 

A I’KOf’LK OK HIGH INTENT 

S OME days passed before Lucy happened to re- 
sume luT stor}'- ; but both the parents of the new 
life thought a great deal during the time intervening 
of the principles implied in it. Under the influence 
of those thoughts, Martin began to take exploring 
rambles, examining the world that was his — for a 
home and a grave — lottking at all that Nature did 
in her wide wopld, learning the lessons she had to 
teach, curbing the possible cruelties of the vegetable 
life, subjecting his purposes and himself to a rigorous 
examination, reviving his ideal with recollections of 
Broon’s words and of Heaven. 

He then began to transplant slips from the celestial 
creepers which climbed about their home at the foot 
of various trees in the forest, so that in the darkness 
might ever gleam the beautiful, comforting lights of 
the flowers of Heaven. 

Lucy of n&essity kept within the hallowed district 
of which home and baby were the centre ; but both 
the responsible mortals were scrupulous in their 
efforts to retain the peaceful human life. 

There had been discussion between them as to 
whether the infant ought to be baptised. Unable 
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themselves to solve the problem satisfactorily, tliey 
made united prayer to God for guidance, and in 
speedy answer Zuron appeared. 

“ No,” said the archangel, “ n(5 formal act of 
entrance into the Catholic;, Churcli is required in the 
perfect world. All sinle.ss babes born to sinless 
people are, from the fact of their existence, members 
of the Catholic Chvrch ; and in the sinful worlds it 
is conduct, and not the performance of a certain rite, 
which determines entrance into the opportunities of 
Heaven.” 

So that difficulty was settled, and Zuron after 
some speech with the happy pair went away to do 
further sei'vice among the worlds. 

It was on anotlier golden evening that Martin 
asked Lucy to continue her description of the life on 
her earlier world. He had just fini.shed his day’s due 
portion of the great history, and was resolving a new 
division of facts in the crucible of his mind. This 
progress was merely negative. His ideas came to 
definite fruition through no special effort of his. His 
mind was, as it were, always at work digesting them, 
and it seemed to assist the process for his brain to be 
occupied with other concerns for a time. Therefore, 
to listen to Lucy and her review was at once in- 
structive and re.stful for him. When he asked her 
to continue, she was busily occupied working for her 
baby a warm garment of wool taken fie^fully from 
the lambs of that spring. Without pause, she went 
on with her story. 

" I have spoken of the general progress of the 
world I lived on. Now I will speak of the immediate 
surroundings of my life — of my own people. 
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“ We were a leading branch of the most progressive 
race in the world. Our empire was .spread to all 
parts of the earth ; where our flag flew, the principles 
of liberty and humanity were dominant. Our power, 
we believed, was the special gift of God, and we used 
it, and preserved it, and increased and spread it in 
the manner, and only in the manner, which we be- 
lieved He would approve. Beftjre our race settled 
on the new lands slavery was often active there, and 
cruelty practised by the not yet civilised peoples ; 
but the efforts of our rulers broke the evil customs ; 
we said with truth, that where our flag flew, slavery 
and tyranny could not live. The other races, recog- 
nising the beneficence of our rule, hastened to accept 
our ideals, ajicl to adopt our practices. That was 
how the civilisation which lives was spread. The 
races used their organisations to increase happiness 
and the knowledge of truth. The movement was 
world-wide ; every man and woman took a part in 
it, and earned the right to enjoy the satisfaction its 
success occasioned. 

" In the earlier days of the later civilisation, a certain 
great man thought that power was personal ; that 
on him rested the future governance of the world of 
men. By effort and ability, he forced his way through 
the humin ranks, and influenced the minds of his 
nationali Drethren. He saw visions of a wide empire 
founded by *his genius ; and braved the opinions 
of the world as he built his purpose. At the head 
of an army he began a cruisade for new territories 
and a big name. But the world was too advanced 
then for that kind of success; and gradually his 
soldiers b^:an to drop away. They had all, by 
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right of birth and natural intelligence, freedom to 
adjudge the wisdom and justice of any enterprise 
their nation entered upon ; so, as the glamour of 
their new crusade wore off, as they realised that 
its success was not for the world-good, they saw 
more clearly the true issues involved ; and one by 
one, in ever-increasing rapidity of succession, claimed 
the privilege to retire from the adventure. The 
leaders of the army were the last to go, but they, too, 
went ere the end, and the conqueror found himself 
at the enemy’s gatc.s — at the gates of those he would 
have wronged — a man without an army, endur- 
ing — worse than the scorn — the pity of the world. 
There were no more would-be conquerors after that. 
The benefit of the whole community — tlic well-being 
of the commonwealth of the world — was the object 
all men desired. They saw where true honour lay, 
and knew that it could not be bought with force, 
nor possessed by any person who sought it. 

“Naturally, despite our cosmopolitan aspirations, 
I regarded the people of my dear country as the 
best in the world ; but every one of the races excelled 
in some respect, and there was among them none 
of that silly prejudice which might prevent one nation 
appreciating the excellences of the others. 

“In our country Nature was loved passionately; 
we regarded all its creatures and possessions as joys 
and treasures to be sacredly guarded. Iln the earlier 
years, in the lust for gain, parts of the country were 
befouled and blistered, as though Mammon had 
kissed with destroying lips the places where material 
wealth had been gathered from the earth and made 
useful. At first this spoliation of Nature was not 
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regarded ; but in time, the blots became places of 
shame. The inhabitants saw that their greater 
material wealth was tiot worth the consequent ugli- 
ness. The mammon-smitten towns were then trans- 
formed into new loveliness,, or deserted. P'lowers blew 
once more over parts of the blackened country ; but 
some places were not recoverable to beauty. The 
soil was rotten, through centuries of the worst 
neglect. Those spots of lost beauty lay deserted, 
bearing gaunt, unsightly ruins, reminders of an old 
greed dead, a moral and warning to the selfish. 

“It came to be seen also, that the possession of 
riches does not necessarily imply happines.s. There 
had been many men posses.sed of abnormal wealth, 
whose object, of life seemed to be to increase still 
further their po.s.se.ssions. They took advantage of 
the foolish and the poor, and even combated one 
against another* to secure new gains. But the 
majority of mankind, taught by the Church, had 
come to see that these abnormally rich ones were 
exceptionally wretched. They lived lonely lives, or 
were surrounded by flatterers and false friends, which 
is the worst loneliness. They often met violent 
deaths : if they died in nominal peace, they were 
haunted with remorse for wasted opportunities, or 
they met the Angel with dread and fear, because 
they could not take their gold with them. Some 
were wise at t)nce and renounced their idol, spending 
their wealth in the cleansing of impure rivers and the 
restoration of the darkened towns. At last it became 
generally recognised, that the best wealth was the 
power to do good and obliterate misery ; gradually, 
there ceased to be men abnormally wealthy ; then 
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it was also seen that there were none — as before 
there had been — miserably poor. Two great 
principles — unselfish self-help and glad .self-sacri- 
fice — were suddenly realised and everywhere 
practised. People raced ,to help a case of need ; 
the assisted, unless very old and past the age of 
work, were ashamed of being helped, and .strove 
to attain and keepcan honourable .self-dependence. 
Thus hopeless poverty disappeared. 

“ The raising of the general standard of comfort 
brought a higher level of culture. There ceased to 
be wastrels of wealth or of knowledge. Art and 
literature were throned in every home, the walls 
of the houses were bright with picture.s. Every 
cottage in the land was a joy to the pye and mind, 
being outwardly painted in harmony with the colour 
of Nature round it, while about its walls and over its 
roofs clomb flowers. r, 

“ All the people were poets, of heart as well as of 
mind. True poetry lived, was learnt and treasured ; 
mere verse soon died. This was the method em- 
ployed. A man or woman who composed a song 
or other work, fastened the production to the door 
of the common-hall or to a prominent tree on the 
people’s playground. There it was read. If it 
were worthy, people spoke of it, and quoted it. 
With care and reverence the approved work was 
taken into the common-hall, and pre:§erved among 
the documents of the people, while copies were made 
and circulated; and its maker had wide-spread 
honour. If it were merely poor, as the vast bulk 
of these productions was, it remained on the door 
where .it was fastened, neglected and unsung, until 
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in the sun the writing faded, and the wind and rain 
destroyed it.” 

“ Can you repeat any of the be.st poetry ? ” asked 
Martin. 

“No, I could not do ju.sjicc to it,” answered Lucy. 
“ I would rather not try.” 

Martin murmured his regret. 

“ There was poetry welded witli reason in all the 
ways of life. The dress of the people was comfort- 
able, natural, and beautiful. Hours were set aside 
on every day for all — men, women and little ones — 
to play. This unity in the hours of laughter wa.s 
continued in the hours of work. Men and women 
were thorough comrades, sharing in all things equally, 
loyally, lovingly. Woman was an ideal to man ” 

“ As you are to me, my Lucy 1 ” Martin said. 

“And woman lived up to the responsibility of 
being idealised. *The children were idealiised too. 
Happy country ! it became thronged with poetry and 
love, gay with ideals, and yet — and yet — how vastly 
superior is this ; for that world was not sinless, and 
there we knew no angels. 

“ At sunrise the people rose and went into the fields 
— in bad weather the churches — to worship ; then to 
the common-hall to breakfast. That was the meal of 
the day when all the village community, but the sick 
and bedridden, dined together. It was the means of 
welding in firm union the comrades of the village. 
Then strangers and wanderers were welcomed with- 
out questioning, whatever their condition might be. 
It was the communal feast when the fact of brother- 
hood in the world was emphasised, and starvation 
rendered impossible. The children were served first, 
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waited on by their elders. Until all were fed the 
rulers of the village did not eat. 

“ After the communal meal, men and women with a 
will worked, and children went to be instructed. 
Every man laboured at what best suited the talents 
he was born with, and the children were so 
taught that no natural gift should be neglected or 
wasted. ConsequeRtly, there were no men or women 
fretting over unfit toil, and the youth of the land 
looked forward eagerly to the coming of the years 
of work because it meant liberty to use their trained 
abilities and natural powers in the pursuit of a self- 
chosen appropriate life-object, nor did this mean that 
the less pleasant work of the world was not done ; 
there were always men and women ready for the sake 
of others, if not from personal aptitude and preference, 
to combat and remove the inevitable disagreeable. 

“With the midday meal — held,. in family — work 
ended, and the hours of culture and play began. In 
the summer the flower-land and meadows were filled 
with laughing active people ; in the winter the home 
and the common-hall were the places where recreative 
instruction was given and taken, and music, dances, 
and games enjoyed. At sunset, the third meal ; 
at dusk, family prayers. With night the peoples’ 
day really closed. The sunless hours were silent 
with the repose of peace. The people slept well 
because they were duteous and happy. 

“Men in that life were sometimes churls; and 
although the rulers of a village could consign wilful 
boors to an academy where art was practised and 
manners mended, there was still, when I left my 
country, very much work for the leaders of life all 
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over the world to do. But it seems to me to have 
been indeed a place of hope, a .sphere of hope, though 
not so thoroughly hopeful a place as this ; and 
perhaps the angels saw it differently.” 

Many other details of life in that five-mooned 
world did Lucy speak' of, and daily discussion 
passed between the lovers of the principles which 
governed the ideals of the peoples and the acts of 
their leaders. 

But this is not the story of that world. 

With a kiss Lucy’s tale ended. The next day 
Martin began to put it on his tablets, that posterity 
might know something of the polity of a world else- 
where, and so broaden its philosophy of humanity 
and the social needs. 






CHAPTER XIII 


A PASSING 

A ND what of Lucy herself? 

As Martin in his first world had been possessed 
with a passion to be of beneficent use, so she from her 
earliest days had felt reserved for a particular end. 
How this idea had ever come to possess her she did 
not know; but from her youngest years .she had 
realised — the impre-ssion was part of her being, grow- 
ing with her growth, rising with her respirations — that 
she was to be devoted to some definite .service of after- 
good, consecrated to the fulfilment of a splendid 
purpose one day to be revealed. This evcr-active 
inherent conception of divine appointment had been 
so clear to her that .she devoted herself to preparing 
for her unknown mission. In a great old garden, 
with its flowers needing care, its colony of birds to 
be loved and fed, its ancient trees, its hundred-and-one 
thought - providing facts, she had dwelt, a maiden- 
hermit, studying good books and the -best human 
characters, watching the development of, and helping 
to solve the many problems of an intricate world. 

Consequently, when one evening in that sweet retire- 
ment, during the saying of her prayers, an angel had 
appeared to her and called to her to go with him, 
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without demur she obeyed. She knew that at last the 
purpose for which she had lived — her destined purpose 
— was begun. In a merciful trance she was borne 
from the little oasis in the five-mooned world to the 
new Paradise where there was to be humanity without 
sin. Falling asleep under the trees she had loved 
since childhood, she had awakened on the bank of 
flowers in the new world and had risen to meet 
Martin, knowing him at once as the husband and the 
comrade of her heai't. The life spent with him had 
been so happy, so grandly in accord with her best 
ideals, that she had no moments of fear lest her 
purpose had in any respect been missed. The great 
object of their union was end enough for all her born 
enthusiasms. < Every day with its wealth of love and 
duties had been a new delight to her. The truest 
of women, she did the true woman’s work perfectly 
well, and Hook — her especial queendom — was to 
Martin what every home on every sphere might be ; 
all the new world to its farthest places was the 
better for her presence there. Oh ! the golden power, 
the royal influence of the loving woman 1 She can 
throng a hovel with brightness and touch despair 
into living hope; her sympathy is beyond all 
riches. 

The quiet days went on. Martin and Lucy with 
their babe found the sinless life very pleasant. Their 
tasks were many and joy-making. They knew no 
sorrow then, but daily improved their happy circum- 
stances, widened the circle of their sway, and were 
known to the birds and beasts — possibly even to the 
flowers and trees — as wonderfully kind. Occasional 
converse with angels — of whom Zuron and Triest 
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were the most familiar and frequent — completed 
their various delights. More than they had could 
not be wanted in the perfect world. 

But sorrow came to them suddenly, quick, poignant 
woe which pierced to the heart at once. No earthly 
life can be without pain ; and on a sudden, with a 
swiftness that numbed, came sorrow’s sting. 

Lucy was tending' her little garden of herbs and 
chosen flowers, carrying into practice the cultivation 
of the fittest. 

Martin, as was his wont, had gone on his round of in- 
spection, visiting the haunts of the animals, and 
generally seeing that justice was done in Nature’s 
commonwealth. He had taken the baby with him. 

Resting in his ramble, he put the infant down, .seating 
her in a throne of thornless flowers and dry mossy 
earth. Then, lying on the turf before her, and leaning 
against a tree, he had taken from hts pouch — made 
by Lucy from the disused cowl — a rude pipe of ten 
stops, his own handiwork, through which with self- 
taught art he breathed simple tunes, and was about 
to re-create one of the airs of olden days, when he 
noticed a strange pallor creep into the sweet little face 
and a new expression grow in the brightly intelligent 
eyes ; at the same time added glory seemed to be 
infused into the garden, as if every flower and other ; 

beautiful fact had new beauties and sweetness im- 
parted to it ; it was as though an angel Invisible were 
present. Hastily, with anxiety cold at his heart, 

Martin knelt by his darling and tenderly raised her, 
kissing her cold lips and listening to her labouring 
breaths. His fond alarm increased ; he rose, and 
then, taking her in his bands, lifting and carrying 
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her with exceeding care, so that no jolt nor jar 
should shock or terrify the little maid, sped swiftly 
homewards. Lucy was coming to meet them. 
Her prescient heart knew that something was 
not right, and that she, was needed. With a big 
question in her eyes, answered silently by one 
eloquent, anxious glance from him, she took the babe. 
Gently she undid the simple gaiynents, with motherly 
fingers soothed the restless limbs, then, to quicken the 
wandering consciousness, sang, with breaking voice, 
the favourite lullaby. 

But human efforts were of no avail : slowly, sweetly, 
earthly life and earthly breath ebbed from the little 
being; like a flower finding a better garden, she 
passed. 

Then great sorrow broke into the parents’ lives. 
It struck them so hard, piercing and tearing them 
with its sudde« vehemence, that they were tearless. 
Numbed with the agony — so numbed that they 
could do nothing but dumbly pray — they sat and 
stared with straining eyes at the lifeless body before 
them. Those moments — for though it seemed a very 
long time to the bereaved parents, that period of 
poignant grief was really not a long time — contained 
a trial. Then the strength of the faith and virtue of 
Lucy and Martin were tried, and the angels joyfully 
recognised that the faith and virtue of the chosen 
mortals couM stand the strain of the greatest sorrow 
in the category of human afflictions. 

Gradually the mourners grew conscious that they 
were not alone. They saw angels, a joy-making, 
sparkling throng. In the fore-front of the celestial 
visitors, by the side of Zuron, and near Triest, was 
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one with wings of orange, wearing on breast and 
helm the crest of the company of Azrael. In his 
hand he held a sword — symbol of office! — but 
this one sheathed with roses. He was a death- 
angel I The truth smote Ihe parents sorely. Their 
baby was dead. 

Tears crept into the eyes of the stricken mother, 
and Martin strove,r to subdue the choking in 
his throat. Shattered dream-castles swayed dizzily 
before their eyes. How many fond expectations 
were then smitten and killed 1 But Zuron smiled to 
them, and the death-angel whispered in the kindliest 
speech : 

“Do not be sorry. Why should you weep? Be 
glad — rejoice I Your baby is living, ^nd now can 
never die! Think! What is death? The happy 
change: a passing from one condition to a better. 
To the pure it i.s but a passing iftto the place of 
triumphant purity. Rejoice, then! Why should 
you weep ? Be glad ! Her soul was spotless. She 
is Innocence victorious, and has gone from you to 
God.” 

The words and the manner of their saying had 
the effect desired. Lucy and Martin turned to each 
other and pressed each other’s hands, the angel’s 
consolation had banished the bitterest pangs ; but 
still their heads were bowed as they gazed upon the 
form once so full of life, so playful, so*' loving, now 
so still. 

The heavenly ones assembled chanted a chorus 
triumphant, and with harps and other sweet instru- 
ments increased the joy of the funeral song. 

Although the passion of their pain was relieved 
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the parents were still daxed by the suddenness of 
the blow; so Triest, the kindly comrade-spirit, took 
them apart and completed their consolation with 
words of loving wisdom. He showed them the 
angels’ view of earthly ^death, and reminded them 
that for the little immortal just divested of mortality, 
there was no call for the probation of Hades. 
Hades, for her, was abolished. ^She was the first to 
be victorious in that little world where there was no 
sin. With sweet words and Heaven’s wisdom the 
sympathetic spirit soothed the two, and all their pain 
was gone. They were at last able to rejoice — not in 
their daughter’s death, but in her passing — that 
she had passed, and now could never sin. 

In mood resigned, but not unhappy, they returned 
to where the body was lying. Martin plucked 
grasses, deftly Lucy wove them into a winding- 
sheet ; then be laboured with his spade, and soon 
a grave for the body was made. There was no 
lugubrious advertisement of woe, there was not even 
the splendid utterance of the passing bell, no flower- 
lives were uselessly taken at that first funeral ; 
one simple prayer of gratitude was said, one kiss 
on the white brow, under the fringe of fair silken 
hair, from Martin, one on the pale lips from Lucy, 
then the uncoffined body of the sweet babe was 
tenderly laid in the grave, the earth displaced was 
replaced, a^d nothing but a rising of the green grass 
turf and a waving galaxy of well-tended flowers 
remained in after days to mark the place of that 
interment 

The acts of sepulture ended, Lucy and Martin 
looked up at Nature and the sky, trying not to feel 
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the loss they did feel but truly did not mourn. 
Heavenwards they saw more cause for joy and hope. 
The death-angel, having waited and given them his 
benediction for farewell, was speeding upwards, his 
great wings flashing with the fire of triumph. On 
each side his way was bounded by a long line of 
angels, waving branches of golden palms. Up, until 
the living avenue s^med to meet in one dazzling 
point of light, the invisible pathway went ; and up, 
amid continual chanting and harping, the angel of the 
company of Azrael wended his way, bearing his 
burden of a baby-soul. As soon as the orange- 
winged being flew by them the waiting spirits — many 
of them orange-winged too — followed in procession, a 
wonderful multitude, celebrating the pa.s.sage unto 
Heaven of that first flower of the new world. Martin 
and his heart-companion watched until all the angels 
— except Zuron and Triest, who remained for consola- 
tion’s sake some time on the world — had disappeared 
from sight; and then, seeing the sun was past the 
place of noon, they knelt and said the usual noontide 
prayer and went about their businesses. 

For some little time the gap made in their life was 
felt, but because they missed the interest lent by their 
seven-month-old darling they clung more closely to 
each other. God, in His ineffable wisdom, soon sent 
new comfort In the next spring a son was born, and 
new infantile joys lived in their home. AK the sweet- 
ness which the first baby had brought to them was 
repeated and even excelled, for their past experience 
with the sainted little one supplied a background of 
relief accentuating the brightness and joy of the new 
possession. 
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The years went by in the uneventfulness of peace 
and perfection. Three spring.s had come and gone 
since the passing of their first-born, and still Lucy 
and Martin were sinless and untempted. Every year 
had been a golden one with general development in 
all things ; and every spring a baby had been born. 

Meanwhile, it was not difficult for the happy 
pair not to sin, con.sidering the. seeming lethargy of 
those whose object it was to injure that paradise. 
But Satan was not lethargic ; far from it. He and his 
evil brood never cease from ill-wishing and evil-doing. 
They had long since discovered the bourne where 
Martin with his bride were stationed. Bad angels 
scoured space until the solitary sun and the attendant 
solitary planet were found. The first wish of the 
devil-world had been to invade and endeavour to 
destroy the purity of that estate at once; but spite 
waited on cunning. Satan knew that in the first flush 
of enthusiasm Martin’s soul would be an inconquer- 
able fortreSsS. Hell’s policy was therefore to wait until 
time had dimmed the impressions gained from the 
sojourn in Heaven, and blunted the edge of his moral 
determination. 

Martin and Lucy were keen as ever to keep faithful 
to the responsibility on them. The details of their 
daily life were continual reminders of the practical 
aspect of their charge, and frequent converse with 
angels — in which guidance was sought and given on 
points of principle and future policy — kept bright 
their spiritual ideals. But the lapse of time did cause 
a growth of confidence in them which might one day 
be weakness, and Martin especially, having over and 
over again examined and tested the joints in his moral 
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armour, became confidently certain of his strength. 
Indeed, without vanity — for that would have been a 
sin — or even undue self-confidence, the unspoken idea 
grew in his mind that Lucy would be the tempted 
one, just as, in the beautifnl old legend of the other 
world. Eve had been the first object and victim of the 
serpent’s malice. Lucy, in her sweet humility, also 
thought that she woi>ld be the one to be first assailed, 
and she trembled in her prayers. Martin further as- 
sumed that if his dear wife — there was no fear in this 
solicitude — were not the one to be particularly tried, 
the children would be the chosen fruit for the devil’s 
snares, so from the genesis of their consciousness, their 
ways had to be guarded and their actions trained, that 
no habits liable or likely to cause degeneration or sel- 
fishness or sin should be suffered to begin. With lov- 
ing, anxious care Martin took upon himself the respon- 
sibility of over-looking the moral welfiarc of all his dear 
community as well as of his own, and many a prayer 
was said by him iir the woody fastnesses that Lucy, or 
the child who might be subjected to the first tempta- 
tion, should be ready. was ready. He was bravely 
confident of that. By constant self-examination and 
holy exercises, he kept his armour bright, and, like the 
good general, was constantly on the watch, sharing the 
cares of every sentinel. But time did bring changes. 
At first he had been eager for temptation to come that 
it might be overcome ; but as the multifude of days 
travelled harmlessly past and multiplied into years, 
and still there was no opportunity for his strength to 
be tried, he ceased to be passionately eager to defeat 
Satan, and began to take it as a matter of course that 
the trials would come at a later less-guarded time. 
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when all and any of his family would be liable to 
endure them. His first concern, therefore, came to be 
the strengthening and preparation of the others. 

At last the devils arrived. It was a delightful 
afternoon of freshness and sunshine. There was a 
sudden mighty noise as of the rending of a great net 
in one wrathful tear, and simultaneously a breath of 
ice-cold air — a solitary blast ofwy^inter in the valleys 
of spring — swept through the world. Martin felt 
awe. From where he was delving, he ran to Lucy, 
who was bathing her startled children in the river that 
ran at the foot of the eminence on which their home 
was built. 

“ They have come 1 they have come 1 ” he cried, 

** Who ? ” she whispered, the fear of the invisible in 
her voice, 

** The myrmidons of Satan, or Satan himself, our 
enemies ! Thiy have come ! Did you not hear the 
rending of the web, woven by the legion of Orrin, 
when first I came here, a warning by which we should 
know of the approach of evil ? Our trial is beginning, 
Lucy. Now we must be wary and brave, for the sake 
of our children and their children and this dear world 
and the confidence of God ” 

As he spoke Zuron and Tricst flew rapidly up ; 
flaming swords were in their hands, their faces were 
stern. They knew the tempters were within threaten- 
ing distance, and had come at once to emphasise the 
warning given. They were glad to see the family of 
mortals ready and not afraid. Without pausing 
longer than was necessary to pass the usual greeting 
and receive Martinis assurances pf preparedness and 
safety, they flew away, eager to discover the person- 
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ality and number of the fiends who had dared 
to intrude. But although they, with five other 
angels, who, being in the wide vicinity of the 
world, had come to know of the circumstance and 
had flown to Zuron's aid, travelled fleetly countless 
leagues here and there in the firmament, searching 
especially along the dreary way that led from that 
earth to Hell, they discovered no sign of fiend ; for 
the venturesome intruders, startled by the trap which 
Orrin had laid for them, and the warning themselves 
had unwittingly given, had incontinently and with 
their best swiftness fled. 

Hell, waiting in the dawn of new hopes and bad 
intent, and passionate with malice against all things 
good, added this one more to its accumulation of 
disappointments and woe, but a fresh tide of evil 
determination was soon in flood. 


CHAPTER XIV 


THE FIEND’S PRELIMINARY 

CTILL another year went past, and once more the 
springtime bi'ought as its sweetest flower a 
daughter-babe. Martin now had four children — two 
boys and two girls, each named after an old-world 
saint or hero. Every accession to the family in- 
creased the joys and satisfaction of the parents. To 
have children was a blessing appreciated. To rear 
them and tend them, and guide their natural pro- 
pensities along the proper ways, were duties delight- 
ful. Lucy’s greatest happiness was in her matronhood. 
Children were the gifts of God, and to care for them 
was divine service. 

During the whole of this year the mortals were 
unmolested by the evil ones. At the time of the 
great warning, Martin had expected them with dread 
and eagerness. He had trembled — it was not the 
tremble of fear but of excited expectation — at every 
fluttering leaf, in case it was devil’s footfall. He 
longed to be tried and tempted, at the same time as he 
shuddered from contact with the dreadful personality 
of any one of the host of Hell. Never had he forgotten 
the face of Kezrel, with its expression of livid hate ; 
and, in his day-dream pictures of the tempters — in 
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which day-dreams every one of their subtle schemes 
was triumphantly overthrown — he gave them counte- 
nance similar to that cruel one. But day after day 
went past, without any angel other than God’s visit- 
ing him; and slowly, gradiially, the great haunting 
expectation, which held him immediately after 
Orrin’s web was broken, faded away. 

Satan bided his time. Every day, by increasing 
the confidence and the want of guard of the hated 
mortals, assisted him in his work, and made more 
secure his prospects. There is no need for haste in 
the realms of Eternity. God can wait aeons for a 
design to be fulfilled. Satan takes little heed of the 
flight of earthly years when a bad purpose is to be 
wrought. It is Man, Man only, whose fragment of 
time is measured into days, and whose little length 
of days is apt to be suddenly shorn by the shears of 
death, who frets and worries because ^all ambitions 
and foolish hopes cannot be immediately accom- 
plished, The evil master, however, could not 
conceive the strong fortress which goodness is, for 
what had he known of goodness during those myriad 
years which had travelled by since he rose against 
the King and Kingdom of it? Owing to his 
triumphs over moral weaklings, and his quick for- 
getfulness of the- defeats endured by him and his 
emissaries — for in Hell, as elsewhere, they strive not 
to remember what it suits them to forget — Satan 
had lost his original conception of the strength of 
holy excellence, and he saw in Martin and Lucy 
only a foolish twain inevitably his victims. 

As unpreparedtiess is ever a fertile soil for evil, 
Satan determined that he would give good qppox- 
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tunity for the acute readiness of Martin and his wife 
to rust into unreadiness, so the unsullied years 
were allowed to move by. Satan bided. The fact 
of sinlessness and of untroubled happiness did cause 
the waiting danger to be forgotten ; but there was no 
rusting into unreadiness, for all that. The mortals 
were always mindful of their responsibility. They 
merely ceased to be feverishly epcpectant and to see 
fiends lurking behind every bush; their conseciuent 
gain in confidence was not a weakness. 

At last, both Martin and Lucy, separately, became 
aware of unseen subtle presences being thereabout 
This meant angels, but not good ones ; for Heaven^s 
beings could be nowhere without benefit resulting from 
their neighbourhood — the flowers and trees would 
immediately be still more generous of sweetness, the 
birds would sing livelier and more delightful songs, 
while added brightness would prevail generally. None 
of these evidences of the true angels^ presence were 
apparent, however: there was instead a lowering of 
the mood of Nature boding ill. A sense of danger, a 
dread of threatened unpleasantness, a feeling of re- 
pulsion against a vague something^ — so different from 
the attraction experienced when God^s spirits were 
there — entered the hearts of man and woman, and 
put questions into their minds. They drew close to 
each other, and, filled with parental solicitude, 
gathered their children together within the home 
nest, and tried to dismiss the prevailing tension 
with laughter and play-words, and the camaraderie 
of family love. 

Throughout the night the sense of evil hung about 
them. Although prayer-time caused sweeter in- 
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fluences to bear, Martin and Lucy, in the dreams 
which imperfect sleep brought to them, had shadowy 
visions of the dangers threatening. Their sleep-sense 
put into form what had been vagueness in the day. 
It may have been that through the means of dreams 
the guardian angels were giving an additional warn- 
ing ; for both Martin and Lucy, separately, in their 
sleep, saw the form^of an evil spirit, dark, but robed 
in flames, stalking silently through their favourite 
places and cursing all the sweetness with glances of 
wrath and envy. 

After a restless night of foreboding dreams, Martin 
and Lucy awoke troubled. But the rising glory of 
the morning, the simple matins which together they 
said, and the various loving cares of their day’s life 
soon drove the terrors of the night from them ; and 
with strong confidence they waited the coming of the 
angels, good or bad. Martin counsejled Lucy to be 
wary. He still thought she would be the one to be 
especially tried. With a smiling kiss she gave his 
fears fit answer. Then Martin strode off resolutely 
for a wide round of visitation and work, his spade — 
not of flint now, but of hard wood, fashioned with 
acquired cunning— on his shoulder, his strong, erect 
figure clad in the brown cassock which he had worn 
in the monastery and since, and which, in that sinless 
state, like the garb of the Israelites in the wilderness, 
did not wear out His head, with its rich covering of 
dark-brown hair, wore a wreath, placed there sport- 
fully by his young heir. His eyes were as bright as 
ever — shining with the same light they had always 
owned — ^but the expression of restless longing once 
in them was gone; in its stead there shone the 
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confident light of resolute command. It was the 
same Martin, the same idealist, who had hungered 
for useful activity in the monastery garden, but a free 
man now, matured, experienced, with the passion for 
responsibility and work gratified. In his bearing he 
represented masculine strength; truly he looked a 
king of men, the completed man, fit father of an 
excellent humanity. ^ 

Before he entered the belt of trees which would 
hide him from the eyes of those at home, he turned 
and stood, waving his right hand. His eyes lingered 
lovingly upon the picture before him. On the 
eminence — flowers at their feet, and flowers of earth 
and of Heaven behind them — ^stood his world's first 
family. Lucy, whose always transcendent beauty 
was actually riper and more perfect, was holding up 
the baby, ineffectually endeavouring to direct the little 
one’s glance towards her father. The golden-haired 
eldest boy, a chubby rascal, full of energy and bright- 
ness, held by each hand his sister and brother, — 
toddling mites, who blew kisses and waved their free 
hands with excited fervour to the father. The little 
ones wore milk-white woollen garments made beauti- 
ful with flowers. Ruddy-haired Lucy, the smiling, 
queenly mother, was in shimmering green. It was a 
sweet sight which Martin gazed upon : one inspiring 
his happy pride. 

Another personage also was gazing at the group — 
an invisible angel, not from God ; the innocent beauty 
of the simple picture wrought an agony of anger with- 
in him. His gazing grew to a glare. ^A frenzy of 
wrath seized him. He turned suddenly, and, raging, 
flew on passionate wings here and there about the 
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world whose destiny he, with his brethren, was bent 
on ruining. All the lovely things he passed were 
ugly and hateful to his diseased sight. Everything 
pure and beautiful is poison to the poisonous. 

As Martin journeyed workwards, the passion to 
keep the trust swelled, keen as ever, within him. 
The sight of that peaceful home, combined with the 
sense of spiritual danger, roused the dormant eager- 
ness to meet the devils : he longed to be tempted, to 
subdue whatever inclinations to sin might be placed 
within him. He tried to conceive of his world as it 
would be ruined — but there was no use in imagining 
that ; he brushed the possibility aside : with God’s 
help and the angels’ he would preserve his Paradise I 
Hopefully he went the long round of his various 
duties. 

He was returning home just before noon. The 
sun was hot, and the shade of the glades was grateful. 
The song-birds called, and he whistled, mimicking 
their calls ; he had learnt that art of the forester. 
He knew wild-life and all its ways now, well. There 
was not a nest of any of the birds which he could not 
discover with a very little search ; he had the wood- 
lander’s faculty for knowing where all the creatures 
dwelt, and could detect the presence of an animal in 
the thickest covert by signs which only the naturalist 
loving nature can read. The haunts and habits, in- 
stincts and virtues, of each of the animds and birds 
of his rural kingdom were known to him well. He 
had learnt their ways with loving enthusiasm, and as 
his knowledge of those branches of life increased, he 
found more and more cause to reverence and admire 
the wisdom and beneficence of God. 
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He heard a sweet voice singing, and listened. 
That was an angel-voice ! No human one could be 
so sweet. But was it a song of Heaven ? He could 
not tell. It was the first time he had ever been 
uncertain about such a, fact. Then he saw the 
singer, an angel, flying on golden wings through the 
green avenues towards him. Martin looked at the 
approaching being wonderingly. There was real 
beauty and splendour — more than splendour, 
magnificence — in that form. The face, which shone 
as if it gave forth light, was gentle and smiling. The 
spirit held in his hand a silver rod with which as he 
approached he touched the hot and thirsty flowers, 
but they — sensitive though they are to loving 
caresses — did not raise their heads and open their 
petals refreshed. Instead, they trembled and 
shivered, as though disappointed and frightened. 
Martin was perplexed. Despite the magnificence 
of the angel, and his smiles and kindness and song, 
despite his angelic mien and ways, there was that 
missing which marked God’s followers; yet Martin 
was so fascinated by his presence and manners 
and the melody of his voice that he hesitated 
to judge him bad. 

The unknown alighted by Martin and raised his 
hand, giving the benediction of Heaven. 

Martin bowed his head at the sound of the well- 
known words ; but while the angel was speaking his 
doubts revived, and he trembled lest the saying of 
that benediction should be a blasphemy. 

“ Hail, mortal 1 ” said the mysterious one, “ I have 
heard so many accounts of your goodness and felicity 
from my angel-brethren, and the beauties of this 
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fortunate world have been so glowingly painted by 
the heavenly witnesses of it, that I have come from 
my station on a far-distant sphere to see you, and 
the kingdom which is yours.” 

Martin was in much doubt. Was this friend or 
enemy? Were his words lies or truth? Had he the 
power to give God’s blessing, or was he one of Hell’s 
legion? Uncertain how to answer, he made no 
answer ; and the angel, in a voice of kind rebuke, 
said softly : • 

“ Have you no welcome, mortal, for me ? I am 
one of your well-wishers ; and fought for you on that 
memorable day when Zuron and his little band were 
surrounded by the destroyers.” Martin’s ear found 
pleasure in the gentle voice. 

The spirit did not say actually on which side he 
fought on that memorable day. His words held a 
double meaning, as does every truth spoken by devil- 
mouth. The devils know that when there are two 
meanings in any words the generous heart accepts 
the kindlier. 

“ Have you come from Heaven ? ” asked Martin, 
abruptly. 

The angel appeared astonished. “Aye,” he said, 
almost angrily, “ I have come from Heaven.” This 
too, was, in the letter, not a lie. 

“ And seen Broon ? ” Martin was always yearning 
after Broon. 

“Yes, I have seen Broon, and all my brethren in 
that blessed place.” 

“ Will he visit me one day ? ” 

“ Yes, mortal, Broon will come.” 

. “ Will you, when you return to Heaven, tell him I 
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remembered him, and should like to meet him 
here?” 

“ Gladly, when I return to Heaven.” 

“ I long so much to see his dear face and to hear 
his voice again. All the angels of Heaven that I 
have seen I have loved and love ; but of that glorious 
host, Broon I love best.” 

“We all love Broon,” said the visitor sagely; and 
then angel-like he sang and touched the flowers and 
trees with his silver-white wand, but the music did 
not seem quite true to Martin, and the flowers and 
leaves were certainly not exceedingly refreshed by the 
caresses they received. What birds there were in the 
vicinity had hushed their voices. Did they know that 
one was there who would not have delighted in their 
melodies ? It may be so : Nature has a wisdom 
beyond the wit of men in some respects. Martin 
remained silent also. He was now almost sure that 
this being, despite his beauty and semblance to the 
celestial ones, was not from Heaven ; and yet, such is 
the character of innocence, such the contradictoriness 
of the generous heart, he could not ascribe to this 
inoffensive visitor the name of fiend. He thought of 
Kezrel suddenly, and swiftly he flashed a glance at 
the new angel. The comparison gave him a false 
security. Between the terrible visage of that first-met 
fiend, witjj its plainly writ expression of devilish 
hatred and pain, and this shining, smiling counten- 
ance, rcsemblant in many respect of the faces seen in 
Heaven, there was no similarity — there was the 
widest difference. It was a puzzle and a mystery to 
the sweet-minded man. Innocence was preparing 
the judgment-seat for its own lyial. Martin, on an 
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impulse, determined to greet the angel with kindness, 
similar to that extended to Triest and the others from 
Heaven who had come to him. 

“Welcome!” he said warmly. The visitor, after 
one keen look at the marfs frank face, smiled in 
acknowledgment, and then the two paced together 
towards the home. 

“ Mortal, you are foTtunate 1 ” the angel said, as he 
looked here and there, up and down the blissful 
garden. “ There are parts of Heaven hardly lovelier 
than this ; and as for the other worlds, they are 
wretched, bare, melancholy, hideous in compari.son. 
You are indeed God’s favourite. The very archangels 
have been honoured less than you. Not one of them, 
nor any mortal other than you, has been selected from 
out of humanity, carried from human estate to 
Heaven, and then been transferred to so joyous a 
Paradise as this." 

“God has been very good, and I should be very 
humble,” said Martin, gratitude warm in his heart. 
“ I thank you, angel, for reminding me.” 

Martin did not see on the spirit’s face the transient 
frown which followed those artless words. 

“That is right,” said the angel, frankly and con- 
fidentially. “Never forget your responsibility, and 
never cease to remember the honour associated with 
that Picture the life in your old monastery, and 
compare it with the glad days here. There you were 
a tyrannised underling. Here you are a monarch, 
governing all things. I know that monastery well. 
I have spent many profitable hours there and in 
similar houses. The angels — my brethren — often 
visit those holy abodes — holy, I mean, in human eyes. 
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We know the real value of that holiness, yqu, I, and 
the angels. Compare the inner life of those places 
with the state of things here. How mean and 
objectless that other existence, with its fretful fulfil- 
ment of little details, doos seem, when placed by the 
side of the splendid purpose here. What the monks 
do during their working clays is largely waste of 
temper and effort and time. Im the eyes of us spirits 
it is little more than the acting of nonsense, and what 
are the hymns they arc always chanting but the 
thoughtless repetition of certain noises, and the prayers 
they are always stuttering and muttering, and shriek- 
ing and mumbling, but words — frozen words — mere 
words.’’ 

Martin’s doubts were alive again. This was no 
angel’s speech. It was the tone more than the matter 
of the utterance which made him suspicious. 

There is flone of that mummery here,” the im- 
mortal continued, “ any more than there is aught of 
the squalor and sorrow that afflict other worlds in this 
sweet repetition of Paradise. No, and why ? Angels 
know the reason. It is because you were really holier 
than your fellows.” 

No, no,” said Martin, frightened. 

I am but telling you what the angels say. This 
truth is no secret in Heaven, I assure you. You were 
holier than your fellows not only on that other world 
but on alf the inhabited spheres, and for that reason, 
God selected you. You are God’s favourite : that too 
is no secret. Throughout existence /you are famous, 
and your name is mentioned in Heaven, in Hell, 
perhaps in Hades, who knows? I have heard that 
the inmates of Satan’s realm writhe with more agony 
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— the poignant agony of added jealousy — because 
you, a young mortal, have such joy, while they, the 
ancient immortals, endure most awful and hopeless 
woe. Even in Heaven, angels — my brethren — have 
transient punishment because they — ah, even we — 
are not unenvious of the favour shown to you.” 

Martin looked earnestly at the speaker. It was 
impossible to believe that this last assertion was a 
truth, and yet almost equally impossible to him to 
believe that any word coming from the lips of that 
frank and pleasant spirit, who had all the aspect of 
an angel, could be a He. In any case, the words only 
gave him horror. There was no fluttering of joy in 
his heart as he listened to them. 

“Yes, it is true. Why do you doubt me? Am 
not I from Heaven? and do the angels — dare the 
angels — lie? It is all truth. Do you not recognise, 
by looking at this lovely world, what ^ favourite you 
are? God would forgive a big sin to you, if you ex- 
pressed your sorrow and shed penitent tears soon 
after it was done, but with the celestial ones He is 
inflexible. Even for an unwise thought they have 
to suffer the pains of long punishment. Have not 
you heard of the penalties of Heaven ? ” 

“ Yes, Broon told me.” 

“ And Broon, dear Broon, told you only the sweeter 
tales of Heaven. There is an universe of truth — 
hard truth of the life of the lesser celestial ones — 
which Broon was prudent enough not to tell you.*^ 

“Then I do not desire to hear it” said Martin 
stoutly, turning a stem face to his companion. At 
once his doubts and resentment were disarmed 
by the beaming countenance and kind appearance 
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of the spirit, and he flushed for his inhospitable 
words. 

“ Nor do I desire to tell you anything that is not 
for your good. Where Broon was silent it is not for 
me to speak. Broon is vtry wise. He is higher than 
I am in the confidence of our King 1 ” 

“ Forgive me for my hasty utterance ! ” cried Martin. 

“ There is nothing to forgive,*’ answered the other 
sweetly, “ and if there were, I and every other angel 
would forgive anything and everything to the 
favourite of God. But show me your world. Here 
is the very poetry of life — magnificent simplicity! 
What a wealth of flowers! What luxuriance of 
trees! What a multitude of birds, but how few 
songsters ! ” 

“ No,” cried Martin quickly. He was proud of his 
kingdom. “There are very many songsters. I 
cannot accouiTt for their silence now. Sometimes 
they are silent. They sing when they please. 
Perhaps it is the uncertainty of their singing which 
increases the joy derived from their songs.” 

“Perhaps so. It must be so. What a world of 
peace this is! Why, Heaven has not the restful 
silence that abounds here. Ah, mortal, how the 
wretches enduring the eternal sorrows of Hell would 
like to exchange their lot for this! After Hell — 
this I It would be tenfold — a thousandfold — Paradise 
to them.” 

“They have only to repent,” murmured Martin, 
“and they would be forgiven.” 

“Of course” — ^there was' sadness or scorn in the 
angel’s quiet voice^^they have only to repent!” 

Just then the two appeared within sight of the 
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home. Lucy and her children were not there. With 
all-seeing eyes the angel inspected everything. He 
was loud in admiration and praise. Martin went to 
the trees adjacent to gather fruit for his visitor’s 
entertainment. * 

“ Have you yet seen a devil ? ” asked the angel on 
his return. 

“Yes, I have,” anci' he shuddered. “So long as I 
remember anything I shall remember the face of 
Kezrel.” 

“ Did it frighten you ? ” 

Martin shuddered again. That was all the answer 
he felt at the moment able to make. 

“ Evil is very ugly,” murmured the spirit. “ Only 
what is good is beautiful.” 

“ It must be .so,” agreed Innocence. “ Kezrel’s 
countenance was worse than very ugly. His eyes 
flashed with hate, his glances blasted." His face was 
yellow with cruelty and evil. I shall never forget it 
while I live.” 

“And all the devils look like that. I have seen 
many of them. They . cannot appear other than 
Kezrel then appeared. The existence they endure 
stamps their wickedness upon them. Their counten- 
ances are marked with the ineffaceable brand of Hell. 
Wherever they go, under every visible condition, 
at once, infallibly, you can detect and identify them. 
Evil and evil-mongers cannot be beautiful.” 

Martin acquiesced with an approving silence. 

“Then, also, in the aerial battle which surged 
around you, when we were triumphant and the forces 
of Hell were happily overthrown — you saw them 
then, did you not?” 
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I saw a multitude of evil shapes, but the vastness 
and the horror of the battle practically blinded me. 
Seeing so much, I saw nothing. It was all a dazzling, 
fiery tumult No, when I think of an enemy he 
always in my mind has the face and appearance of 
Kezrel. There is always in his eyes the same glare 
of bafHed hate, and the same look of devilish energy 
impotent On that battle-day, Satan, the greatest of 
them, was prominent before me, but the excitement 
and terror I was in dimmed my acceptance of his 
features. I had an acute perception of Kezrel’s face, 
but Satan’s appearance, whatever it was, hideous or 
otherwise, was shrouded with majesty.” 

Just then the angel, in his keen and curious in- 
vestigation, touched one of the flowers from Heaven. 
He sprang back, the expression of pain flashed over 
his face. For the moment he was the fiend exposed, 
with foul-ribbecl wings and a presence of fire, Martin 
did not see the instant, and only instantaneous, trans- 
formation. He was occupied looking and calling for 
Lucy, whistling a bar of melody — from one of her 
songs — to attract her attention. When he turned 
the angel was cautiously peering into the domicile. 

“I am glad to see,” he said, “you have made a 
little wooden cross. Never forget the significance of 
that simple symbol! Prayers said before that are 
always mpje acceptable to God.” 

Lucy then appeared, her toddling family laughing 
and playing around her. “ What a beautiful 
woman!” said the angel. 

“Aye, and better even than beautiful — perfectly 
good.” 

“ I see she is. Goodness is always beautiful, and 
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beauty good. What joy you have — fortunate 
monk ! ” 

Martin ran towards his wife, and, delighting in the 
paternal pride, rai.sed two of the children to his 
shoulders, where they sat and kicked and crowed 
triumphantly. While doing so, he told Lucy of the 
new celestial one waiting. 

She went quickly- forward, hospitably intent. The 
angel advanced to meet her. Mis appearance was 
more radiant than ever, and no being, earthly or 
celestial, could have worn sweeter smiles. 

Lucy stopped. Intuition probed the di.sguiae. 

"You are no angel,” .she cried. “You are no 
angel of God ! Begone — begone 1 " 

“ Dear mortal, you mistake ” 

“Begone — begone!” Her voice, her look, her 
gesture were those of majesty and command. She 
was the very expression of the true-born queen. In 
her voice was a scorn of evil. 

The devil vanished. I.,ucy fell on her face, trem- 
bling, weeping, praying. The temptations had begun 1 
Their trials had come I Martin hushed the frightened 
children, and raised and kissed his wife. His heart 
was abashed and humbled. He had been deceived. 
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CHAPTER XV 
AN ANGEL OV WOE 

■pvURING the remainder of that day, and the 
wakeful night which followed it, Martin was 
thinking of the interview. As he lay on his couch 
he stared at the lighted flowens which gleamed 
through the leafy ceiling of the dwelling-place. 
Again and again his active brain pictured the details 
of that experience. Throughout the day, whatever 
task or duty he«was doing — even in his prayers — the 
fact that he had been in intimate and familiar 
converse with one of the family of tempters came 
forcibly to him. He was haunted by thoughts of the 
danger he had been so near to, and repeatedly, with 
occasional fear-chilled heart, examined the various 
sayings on both sides to see whether he had not lost 
virtue, and perhaps been tempted into a vain thought 
or word which could not have been pleasing to God. 
Then, beyond these speeches, loomed the knowledge 
of his weakness. Actually that morning, in full self- 
confidence, he had warned Lucy against the enemy : 
yet she had detected the fiend at once, while he had 
been deceived. 

He had day-dreams of defeat. He ached with 
trepidation lest he should be trapped. His fertile 
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imagination kept him in a valley of terror. His 
armour, he realised, had not been perfect. His 
generous nature had been successfully worked upon. 
It was evidently not enough in dealing with evil 
spirits to have the innocence of the dove. The 
wisdom of the serpent also was required. How he 
had been fooled ! How wrongly simple he had been ! 
To take a smile for virtue and a charming presence 
for goodness! As he thought of the infamous, 
audacious lies of the devil, he trembled and quaked lest, 
because he had not denounced them, he had sinned. 

With the new vision quickened in him by the 
incident, he reviewed the acts and policy of that evil 
one. He realised the double meaning — the deviFs 
truth — in every sentence said. How mean those 
various sentiments now appeared ! Then he reflected 
on the praise he had received. God's favourite! 
The cause of envy in Heaven ! What had been the 
tempter's object for that impudent adulation ? Was 
it to sow an evil confidence that he might sin and, 
because of this supposed especial divine favour, pass 
unpunished, or with merely a mild rebuke ? If that 
were the object, it was a cunning one. But surely 
the cunning would have outdone itself. It was too 
bold. God’s favourite 1 Only a devil would suggest 
that the Ruler of Existence, the Maker of the worlds, 
the Monarch of Heaven and its invincible legions, 
should change the working of His desig^is, and the 
justice of His plans, for the sake of a small mortal, 
who would have failed to fulfil the injunctions laid by 
Divinity upon him. How blind he had been — for 
the hundredth time he murmured — not to have 
d^^cted the fiend's duplicity. 
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He prayed with agony in his heart that such blind- 
ness should not be an infringement of that ideal 
course of life which he had attempted to practise. 
His blindness had been through innocence. That 
was the best plea his heart could put forward. Inno- 
cence was a strength and a virtue, innocence alone 
might be a weakness, surely innocence could not be 
the basis of sin ! Nevertheless, with tears and severe 
self-upbraiding, for he was very angry with himself, 
he wandered alone, thinking and praying, in the 
forest; . He gave himself the penance which every 
noble and sensitive heart lays on itself when an 
ideal has been carelessly or foolishly endangered. 
His penance was very real, although no actual 
scourge was used. Conscience and an imaginative 
mind supplied all the scourge needed for a more 
than salutary course of painful self-punishment. 

All through the remainder of that day, and during 
the night which followed, Martin was enduriirg the 
bitter education of remorse. Then it was Lucy who 
salved his sorrow, and began the restoration of his 
confidence and hopes. She was an angel to him, 
as woman always may be in man’s darkened hours. 
Martin had thought that he knew her perfectly, but 
that day and night brought new revelation to him of 
her worth. Those hours of suffering, soothed and 
subdued by her wise sympathy, had as one effect, 
that they broadened and deepened the great love 
which bound the mortals. More than ever now 
was their marriage-pledge a bond of Paradise. She 
had brought balm to his fearsome heart She had 
done woman’s own work. 

Zuron appeared with the dawn. He hearkened 
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anxiously to Martin’s account of the experience, and 
gave comforting advice to both of them. Martin 
was conscious, as soon as he was with Zuron, of 
the differences between the good angel and the bad. 
The enemy had shone with apparent magnificence, 
but all else about him was now found to be not 
celestial He was a golden imitation, a very beauti- 
ful fraud, while Zuron was a golden, very beautiful 
truth. Zuron shone with unconscious splendour en- 
hanced by goodness. Martin was surprised that he 
had been so easily hoodwinked ; there were innumer- 
able evidences of difference between the spirits. All 
that was excellent in Nature seemed to respond to 
Zuron’s influence and to gain additional excellence 
from being near him, while of the false one the 
instinct of the world had not approved. 

Martin renewed confidence and knowledge, regained 
joy and moral strength from that interview ; and all 
the while was judging and comparing the inherent 
glory and effective virtue of God’s angel with the 
luminous disguise of Satan’s. 

After the happy meeting Zuron went away again. 
It was not God’s design to interfere with the free will 
and unfettered opportunity of man. Except at certain 
joyous moments the angels remained hidden in in- 
visibility ; but they were not far absent 

There was again a sustained pause in the duel 
between Satan and the humanity of <that young 
world. Time elapsed before Martin was once more 
faced with spiritual danger. Meanwhile, he kept on 
intelligent guard, and was nervous to keep the 
trust. He worked at his wide garden and laboured 
at the history, gaining moral strength as well 
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as comfort and happiness from both the occupations. 

All the angels who spoke with Lucy and Martin 
were hopeful of the trial which man on that world was 
enduring and to endure, Zuron and Triest and the 
others, in all their warnings to the mortals, never ex- 
pressed a word of fear as to the future. They were 
certain that goodness would win. The ideals of 
Martin and Lucy were high; they had a strong love of 
righteousness, with devotion to God ; they knew the 
evils which sin brought in its train and which they 
had no desire nor reason but to avoid ; they were ripe 
with helpful experience ; and Martin had enjoyed the 
ineffable privilege of sojourn in Heaven. Satan had, 
therefore, in the angels’ eyes, a difficult task if the 
fabric of human sinlessness on that world was to be 
destroyed, but there was no certainty — there could be 
no certainty — that Hell would always be foiled. 
Strong as Martin and Lucy and their children 
through circumstances were, they had facing them an 
enemy of wondrous cunning and device, who, bkffled, 
would return, and return again, and still again, until he 
and his had tried every evil art and been forced to 
abandon every hope of victory. The duty on Man 
was not on that first family alone. It would lie on all 
men until that world’s long life was done. No human 
state yet founded had entirely withstood Hell’s 
continuous efforts, but here was one launched by God, 
bearing a bfave ideal, challenging Hell. To soil that 
world and spoil the ideal therein expressed would be 
the fierce endeavour of the enemies. It was very 
necessary, therefore, that every temptation should be 
successfully resisted and every stratagem of iniquity 
overcome. The peril was great, but there was no 
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reason why in that life it should prevail. In all 
spiritual combats pure righteousness wins. Christ’s 
power is a power triumphant. The complete victory 
of God is, in the end, certain. 

In the duel begun an^ impending between the 
champions of Hell and the small colony of mortals on 
that solitary world, the community of angels had no 
doubt but that innocence, unselfishness, and faith in 
God, would win. 

One autumn afternoon, Martin, after unusual long- 
sustained labour, in that part of the forest where fruit- 
trees predominated, was returning homeward slowly. 
He was very weary, and because he carried a heavy 
basket of selected fruit was glad occasionally to rest 
While he did so he mused, and Lucy or his mission 
was the invariable subject of his meditation. His 
mental occupation did not distract his eyes from the 
living facts around him, and with qukt attention he 
watched the birds fluttering and playing about him, as 
they pecked at the ripe fruit fallen and in the basket, 
twittered, hopped and chirruped at his feet, and 
impudently perched on his shoulders and knees. 

Suddenly every one of the birds flew frightened 
away. Martin could not at the moment realise any 
motive for their flight, and yet he knew that some- 
thing was not well. He sat up intent and listened. 
Yes, a voice — a sad voice, and the sound of sorrow 
and weeping. He heard it distinctly. It*was a new 
sound for that world. What could it mean? He 
would soon find out. If it were another temptation, 
as was probable, he would at once face and denounce 
the evil one Leaving the basket of fruit on the 
hillock where he had been resting, he crept cautiously 
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towards the place of lamentation. He soon reached 
the spot, and peering through a tangled thicket saw 
the sorrowful one. It was, as he expected, a devil ; 
but not such a devil as he had expected. There was 
no sparkling splendour about this one, nor any of that 
activity of fiery wrath which had made the personality 
of Kezrel memorable and dreadful. Instead, there 
was a broken spirit, crouched in an agony of sorrow. 
It was impossible for all-loving Martin to hate so 
obviously wretched a being, and yet it was a devil, 
and all devils were to be shunned and detested. He 
waited and watched for an appreciable number of 
minutes, thinking what it was best to do. 

He had never before seen so pathetic a picture 
as was then framed by the green thicket in front. 
There, at full length on the ground, in a circle of dead 
grass and withered flowers, an evil angel was lying. 
His wings spread out were emphasising his sorrow by 
a series of rhythmic beats ; as they flapped against 
the ground they wafted forth a faint unpleasant odour 
which did gradual mischief to the plants it came to. 
His dark form, gleaming dully with a suggestion of 
flame, shook again and again with the tumult of 
weeping. His face was hidden in his arms and kept 
close to the ground. Every now and then his form 
and wings trembled and quivered with a sudden excess 
of agony. ^He was indeed a picture of despair 1 
Martin forgot his own fears, a flood of sympathy 
surged through him. Still he did nothing but hide 
in the thicket and watch that sacrifice of pain. Now 
and tl?.en he looked round, but there was no living 
object near ; the birds had quite disappeared, and if 
there were animals there about they had gone to 
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their places. The loneliness made him strangely 
nervous. There was something eerie in being the 
solitary spectator of the woes of that writhing fiend. 

After a while— a while to Martin haunted with 
various distressful thoughts and harassing doubts— 
the dark angel’s lamentations became articulate. 
Martin, distinctly, in the midst of a laboured torrent 
of undistinguishable language, heard one name twice 
or thrice repeated, “ Peruel ! Peruel ! ” 

Peruel ! What did that name bring to him, from 
the well-filled vista of the pa.st? Peruel! Yes, it 
brought a sense of hope combined with sorrow, of 
pity wedded to proud aspiration. Peruel 1 Clearly 
before his vision appeared the face of the distressful 
angel, who, as in the proud procession he passed him 
long ago, was endeavouring passionately to beat his 
way through the sacred area to Heaven. Peruel 1 
Was this that same angel who, having abandoned his 
desperate quest, was seeking vain harbourage on this 
unsullied world ; or was it another devil, similarly 
circumstanced in regret and woe, who had not the 
force nor patience to compel an entrance^into Heaven, 
but who hoped by passing through a probation on 
that fresh young world to qualify for re-entry into the 
kingdom and service of God ? 

There was no fear of temptation from this crushed 
spectacle of misery. Martin’s doubts we^e banished. 
The angels had given help and sympathy to him: 
was it not his duty to give help and sympathy to this 
most troubled wretch ? Characteristically, he sprang 
to a swift decision. He forced a passage through the 
thicket — ^thorns clung to his clothing and pierced his 
hands and feet, but in his hot anxiety to be of service 
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he did not heed them — and addressed the prostrate 
being : 

“ Angel,*’ he said, can I help you ? Can I in any 
way salve your misery ? ” 

The dark one sprang to his feet and folded his 
wings, alarmed. Martin’s heart was melted at the 
sight of the pitiful face. What woe was pictured 
there! Human tears, penitence and remorse, are 
little more than nothing in comparison to the tears 
and remorse of the repentant angel ; the sympathetic 
man to whom most facts were clothed in a mist of 
sweet illusion, saw all the pathos there. Oh, the 
mute pleading in those eyes, and the shame eloquent 
in^at countenance! It seemed as Martin stood and 
pitifully looked at him, that the devil was conscious 
of his livery and would hide his incongruous remorse, 
for, clasping and wringing his hands in a paroxysm of 
grief, he raisedphis dark red wings and spread them 
above him, so that their tips met, shading his face 
and its sorrow-burden. For a silent while the two 
stood and faced each other. Each seemed to wait 
for the other to speak, each seemed to dread the trial 
of spoken words. So they stood and waited in 
almost horrid silence — the man tall, erect, with 
sympathy and kindness alive in his countenance ; 
the immortal proud and majestic, just as a ruined 
castle can be proud and majestic, but dark and 
trembling, as if constantly flame-tortured. 

A little bird in the distance began to warble. His 
innocent notes broke the haunting silence. Martin 
felt more freedom. The tension was relieved, but 
tlie devil spoke first. He answered Martin’s previous 
question in a very sad voice. 
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“ You can help — if you will.” 

“ It is my duty to help you.” 

The wretched one stood for a little while gazing 
with solemn eyes straight into the face of Martin, as 
though estimating the c^iaracter and judging the 
capacity of the man. Then folding his wings, he 
spoke : 

‘‘You see in me the most wretched of beings. No 
inmate of Hell has greater agony, because, beside the 
active pains of that awful place, I endure a remorse 
which no other spirit can feel more acutely. Gladly — 
gladly would I exchange my lot for that of the most 
hopeless and despondent member of the universe- 
wide races of men. However wretched that pitifurSne 
is, I would gladly exchange my lot and destiny for 
his. I am immortal, and I am eternally doomed ; but 
he, even in the depth of his debasement, can hope.” 

As he made this avowal, tears welled into his eyes. 
But with an apparent effort he controlled himself and 
continued : 

“ A weary time ago — ah ! how weary time is in 
Hell ! how weary is eternity to those in agony ! — I 
had a chosen companion, Peruel We fought by 
each other’s side in that great battle when Satan 
first raised the banner of rebellion against God. We 
fell together, and always in our agony we were near 
each other ; we echoed each other’s groans and knew 
each other’s sorrows. That sympathy in pain 
between Peruel and me was the only satisfaction I 
ever knew in Hell. 

“ Hell ! ” a weight of feeling was in his voice, as he 
repeated the dreadful name. The flames which 
clothed him, sprang into vividness, flickered about 


AN ANGEL OF WOE 199 

his being and licked his face, till he cried with a 
broken cry because of their caresses. “ Hell ! the ever 
present, never-ceasing punishment of Hell ! Satan did 
his followers a gross disservice when he robbed us of 
Heaven, and founded that nether dominion where in 
boasted freedom we are never free! He is a royal 
ruler, and a multitude of spirits is loyal and devoted 
to him ; but the price that we must pay to do him 
service is a big, big price — it would buy Heaven 
twice if the self-sacrifice and agony, the obedience 
and pain, given and suffered for Satan's sake were 
transferred from his service to God's. But that is 
impossible — impossible 1 Hell 1 ” — his passionate voice 
ral^ out — ** Fortunate man, you have no idea of the 
inner iniquity and diverse agonies of that lost king- 
dom. Hell’s torments are manifold — brain and heart 
and soul, as well as body and limbs, are ever 
conscious of ^ multitude of afflicting pains. One's 
every atom throbs with bitter fire. There is no rest 
in Hell, no sleep, no forgetfulness. Agony and hate 
of goodness are ever with us, and a fearful pride 1 " 
The devil shuddered violently, and then continued in 
words of terrible distinctness. “ The fiend who 
expresses a word of dissatisfaction with his fate, or of 
dissent from Satan’s fixed and absolute plan, is chased 
and beaten by angry devils through the fiery vaults, 
and then fastened with festering clamps to the burn- 
ing marlt is tormented with a long-drawn series of 
tortures, such as only the ingenuity of Hell can invent 
and her cruelty administer. More than half the pain 
of Hell is Hell-administered ! ” The angry flames 
which were always wreathing round the afflicted 
spirit’s presence again sprang up, illuminating the 
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passion in his dark face, and blistering the leaves of 
the over- arching trees. 

Martin listened to the burning words with horror 
and dread. That evil influence so near to him 
oppressed him — he felt ^inclined to swoon ; but 
backing out of the enclosure where they had been 
speaking he felt relieved. He sat on the trunk of a 
bended tree — the heavy scent of bruised flowers 
greeted him — and listened to revelations of the 
horror-place. He buried his face in his hands and 
closed his eyes, only to see more clearly the scenes of 
unholiness described. 

“ You men — even the dreamers of your race — have 
no conception of the details of existence in Hell. r'^Ht 
its easiest moments, it is far worse than you, accord- 
ing to your limited mortal measures, can imagine. 
You speak of ‘weeping and gnashing of teeth 1’ 
Weeping and gnashing of teeth there is- but that only 
tells a fragment of the appalling talc. There are 
pains which no weeping can pacify, and humiliations 
which the gnashing of teeth cannot to the millionth 
part condone. The agonies of Gehenna its victims 
only can conceive of, and even its victims cannot 
justly tell. ” 

“I do not want to hear of them," cried Martin, 
looking up ; then, pointing with hasty hand to his 
world of bliss, he said, “ Here is no reason for stories 
of horror and sin. Let me hear none of them 1 " 

“Will you not help me, then?” asked the angel, 
and the words ended with a moan. 

“ Help you ? yes, if I can ; but a knowledge of Hell 
is no assistance.” 

“It is. You cannot help me without some know- 
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ledge of the sorrow I have endured and of 
The spirit again gave the gesture of despair. 

“ To hear of pain and suffering is pain and suffer- 
ing, and a knowledge of Hell is a knowledge of evil, 
and that naust be evil.” , 

“ I will not tell you the tenth of a tithe of what I 
experienced, I will not paint even the shadows of the 
agony. But, oh, let me at least suggest our woes. 
For you to listen to that is some of the help you can 
give me.” 

Martin made no rejoinder, and the fiend went on. 

“In the realm which Satan rules — ^the only place 
where the angels of God do not penetrate — Peruel 
antSI and a vast family of sinners suffered. The first 
aeon spent in that prison was an Aeon of Despair. 
Stunned by our failure and our loss, humiliated by 
defeat; in a frenzy of hate against God and Heaven, 
against Satan* and his host, against our fellows and 
ourselves, we despaired. With all the joys and pain- 
lessness of Paradise torn from us, we had instead 
the continual presence and the unending prospect 
of bitterness and contempt and ever-racking pain. 
Around us was angry flame and in our hearts, throb- 
bing through every particle of our being, surged a still 
angrier blast of unquenchable fire. We were sunk to 
the deepest depth. Despair oppressed us. Hell was 
about us. Hell was in us. For a time we endured 
unresistin^y. But ever, without ceasing, our curses 
— louder than our groans — uprose and uprose. In 
the long first horrors of doom we shrieked repeatedly 
to the void above to turn to blessed water and 
quench our firmament of fire. At last, above the 
tumult of that prison of pain, we heard a trumpet- 
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blast pealing through existence, and then the voice 
of an archangel crying, ‘The tears of repentance 
alone can drown the fires of sin/ That voice with its 
declaration so calm and so different from the frenzy 
and passion of our appeals, marked the close of the 
Aeon of Despair ; for in one wide shout the answer 
of Hell rang up. Unanimously we shrieked — stars 
new-created shivered at the sound— that we never 
would repent 1 Then began the Aeon of Anger ; we 
organised our estate into a kingdom under Satan, 
with systems of government and grades of princes, 
similar to, but, oh, how dissimilar from, the institution 
of Heaven ! We could not cope with the agonies 
that oppressed us ; but we found that we 
promote a power, and by undoing the angel’s work 
wreak evil and cause pain in the worlds, and all of 
these deeds remorselessly, with angry delight, we did. 
We prepared an army which should om day attempt 
the conquest of the universe, we organised legions 
and with patience drilled them, we built palaces and 
made various magnificence. Slowly, surely, though 
Hell was always Hell, we lost our despondency and 
worst hopelessness. Then, the Aeon of Anger ended, 
opened the Aeon of Pride. We found we were not 
the only victims in the universe, for we had victims 
too. We still were burdened with undiminished 
agonies — we never can lose our acute haunting pains 
and the shame of Hell — the shame of Hefi ! — but we. 
Heaven's victims, had victims too ! Spirits escaping 
from Hell's confines, but, alas! ever carrying their 
part of Hell with them, about their presence and in 
themselves — ^here am I, O man, and here with me is 
my portion of the bitter kingdom I — ^went among the 
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worlds and laid traps for the souls of men. The seeds 
of evil were sown among human habitations every- 
where. We reaped a portentous harvest. The souls 
of rotten mortals is sorry stuff, and we sickened of our 
gain ; but by that gain Heaven somehow lost, if only 
because its work was rendered incomplete, and we 
joyed in our ill-doing and were proud with a hateful 
pride. But” — again the flames with which he was 
girdled sprang suddenly into added life and wreathed 
about him, till his words were shrieked, not spoken — 
“ pain was always with us. All these various Aeons of 
Despair and Anger and Pride comprised one spacious 
Mriod of Pain. We suffered — suffered — wrestled 
al^ys with suffering, and there was ever the falling 
of tears.” The wretched being sank quivering to 
the ground. 

Evening had come, but Martin had not noticed its 
coming. was hungry and tired, but he did not 
heed his hunger and weariness. The beasts and birds 
were going to sleep. The insects ceased to buzz, and 
the dews emerged. Lucy was anxiously looking for 
her husband, but he, unconscious of the flight of hours, 
still listened to the tale of Hell, his face buried in his 
hands, and thought. Rapidly the sun sank, the world 
was golden, then grey, then black with night*s black- 
ness. Except for the lurid glow which surrounded 
and crowned the presence of the servant of sin, dark- 
ness prevailed. Lucy sat by her home, waiting. 
Dread was in her heart, for she could see far away 
the tinge of the bad light She would have gone in 
search of her husband until she found him; but feared 
to leave the children. Instead, she prayed, and 
looking at the beaming flowars of Heaven, sparkling 
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about her home and high in the various trees, gain^^ 
consolation from their constancy. She had faith 
God, in the power of prayer, in Martin, her husban^i' 
Throughout the night the sweet wife watched, afi^ 
prayed. 

"Despite this frenzy of lamentation,’' the devH 
went on, "the greatest sorrow of Hell was th^-'t 
hidden in our hearts. Although outwardly 
braved God and reviled Heaven, in our inmost selv^^ 
there was real remorse for the momentous step th^'^ 
had been taken. It was fear of each other and 
awful pride which prevented every devil separately 
from sending up petitions that the past might — 

forgiven, and promises of a blameless future, 
tyranny which we all wielded, and under which wr^ 
all were sunk, prevented such revelations. The mor*^ 
we resisted the calls to repentance, the harder grewr 
our obstinacy, and the more cruel becs^me our pain- 
We would not repent, and in our ever-angry prid^ 
any spirit heard lamenting for his woe, or even, 
mentioning the fact of pain, was punished with such 
severity and device that Hell was thenceforward 
ten times more Hell to him. Peruel lamented and 
Peruel was punished, and still Peruel lamented, until 
I feared he would repent, so, being his comrade, I 
increased the volume of my curses and groans, out- 
bellowing his, and kept him in the lonely places tha^t: 
his weakness might not be discovered. 

“As if Hell had not enough agony without tho 
creatures of Satan increasing it ! yet they did in- 
crease it, yes, and I too, and found pleasure in this 
‘practice of spying and pain-giving. It was almost 
the only voluntary act that we could do and 
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voluntary satisfaction that we could realise — in Hell t 
Meanwhile, in a flood-tide of woe the flames periodi- 
cally surged and swept through that hateful place, 
and in a similar tide, but worse for us — worse — worse 
— the agony of remorse swelled in our hearts and 
then ebbed, until its place was occupied by a sullen 
woe, and we lay prostrate ; motionless, abject, 
uncomforted by our much magnificence and the 
palaces we had reared. Then after a time of morbid 
prostration our energies revived, the outer and inner 
agonies recurred, and shrieks again made stormy the 
skies of Hell. 

As we had our periods of weakness and pain, so 
we^new periods of angry triumph. Our emissaries 
went among men and damned their souls, and as 
those blasted spirits were hurled into our aby.ss, 
there to be trained by Hell’s vvi.se ones into angry, 
pitiless enenfles of God, we joined hands and, with 
wings waving, chanted our choruses and danced the 
dance of Hell’s delight. Oh, how we rejoiced — 
though in such moments more pains were gripping 
us — at the reception of tho.se lost souls! As each 
one, limp and quivering, was hurled into the pit of its 
woe, we, the multitude damned already, shrieked in 
union, hoping that our triumphant .shout would reach 
the gates of Heaven and scatter sorrow about the 
throne of jGlod. But, alas! it did not — it could not 
do so. The distance between Hell and Heaven 
which can be traversed by a loving word, is too great 
to be bridged by an angry sound ! 

“And yet through that distance from Hell to 
Heaven Peruel essayed to go. He had been de- 
spatched to a star where Hell was very triumphant, 
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to carry bad dreams to an ambitious king, dreams of 
spite, painted in blood and framed in a frame of 
yellow dead bones, which should induce that 
monarch to sow the seed of an evil among his people. 
Peruel went alone, yet he dared to disobey — he 
deserted his trust. The dreams were lost in space. 

It is so easy for Satan’s plans to be made futile! 
Peruel had gone from Hell not to return ; and the 
ambitious king on that vicious star untempted did 
virtuous and not evil deeds. The curses of Satan 
were loud against Hell's first malingerer. The 
cruellest fiends went in search of Peruel, but 
although they followed his track past suns anji,„— 
worlds for myriad leagues they could not catch ^om. 
Their wings were fleet, but Perucl's, inspired by 
repentance and terror, were quite as fleet as theirs, 
and the pursuers did not find him ; for a band of 
angels — how we hated their beauty and puissance 1 — 
met the foremost devils, and by force drave them 
back to the confines of fire. So Peruel, my comrade, 
fled from Hell, and to this day I know not whether 
he reached Heaven or is still lurking in a little Hell of 
his own on some forgotten world ; but Satan’s realm 
assuredly knew him no more, and may never know 
him more,” 

Martin had it on his tongue to tell the devil of the 
sight of Peruel, passionately remorseful^ battling 
through the virtuous circle bounding God’s place; 
but with prudence, well-learnt from his lesson of the 
other occasion, he said nothing ; and for a long while 
there was silence, except for the groans and sighs of 
sorrow of the angel of sin, 

Martin was hungry and very weary — had it not 


AN ANGEL OF WOK 207 

been for this experience he would long since have 
been won to slumber — but the pictures of Hell and 
the existence there, suggested rather than described 
by the votary of the awful estate, kept his mind in a 
whirl of excitement. He forgot hunger, and forgot 
that he was weary, but listened eagerly to the talc, 
and when his eyes were not covered by hi.s hand.s 
watched with burning sympathy the restless, nervous 
movements of the afflicted spirit. 

“One misery that greatly burdcnerl .some of us, 
were the visions of the lo.st raradi.se which visited us. 
Sometimes in that trough of shame where we 
wallowed, would appear vivid pictures of the sweet 
life l%st. One or other of the green places of Heaven 
would shine before us, .seemingly lighted with God's 
light, and so clear that every item in that holy scene 
was evident and distinct. 'I'he shajxis of angels 
moved among* the flowers, .sweet voices were almost 
articulate to our straining ears: oft-times in that 
glistening vi.sion we recognised one or other of the 
spirits who had been our comrades in bH.s.s, and with 
shrieks and lamentation frenzied, we would hold out 
our arms to them and raise our weary wings to fly 
to them. ... It was but a mirage — a tantalising 
vision! The pictures faded, the angelic presences 
whom our tortured minds had conjured there were 
gone ; in their stead the dark-red pillars of flame ro.se 
in waving* columns and sent up their burden of 
poisonous odour and devil’s incense. Then we knew 
the despair of woe. Then in a frenzy because we had 
duped ourselves, we took the name of God in vain, 
and in the scorn of despair competed In blasphemy.” 
Martin, with eyes sunken with weariness, sparkling 
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with horror, drawn with sympathy, looked up at the 
devil, who shone a red figure of flame in the night- 
dark world, and asked patlictically : 

“Does this horrible revelation really help you? 
Must I hear this talc of awful agony and shame?” 

“ I do not wish to harass you,” answered the evil one, 
“but, with your experience of Heaven and this 
perfect life, you could not appreciate my position and 
my need without at least a suggestion of the woe 
from which, like Peruel, I have flown. That is why I 
have told you what I have, but ” — with a short laugh 
of quiet scorn — “ that is not a tenth of a tithe of what 
we must endure. Do you wonder that Peruel pre^ 
ferred to escape, perhaps to endure the misery ofrrest- 
less solitude — always to be flying between two feans, 
the fear of the wrath of the angels of Hell and the 
fear of the wrath of the angels of God, and to know 
no place nor peace, for Heaven is lo?t and Hell is 
forsaken, though his portion of pain is always wrapped 
around and prisoned in him ? Do you wonder that 
from that depth of tyranny I too have flown ? ” 

Martin wearily shook his head. 

“No," said the fiend bitterly. “Nol Yet, of all 
that army heroically battling to weave evil in an uni- 
verse of pain, I am only the second to endeavour to 
escape, and re-discover Heaven and virtue." 

“ Only the second ! ” sighed the tired man. 

“ Oh, the obstinacy of Hell I That is the vfee, a wrong 
obedience is the virtuous vice, which blocks the way. 
Let but Satan say one word of penitence to Heaven 
and every one of that army of sinners would hasten 
to confess his sin and pray to be forgiven. Let but 
one of the archangels of the Prince of Hell raise a 
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virtuous banner of rebellion against our tyrant and 
the vast majority of his victims would find strength 
to rise against him ; but they will not do so !” 

“ They will not do so ! ” murmured the man in 
echo. 

Martin's head was resting on his hands. He only 
half-hearkened. He was .so weary. Tiirough his 
brain a number of thoughts confu.sedly were creep- 
ing. The terrors of 1 Icll were with him : he saw 
many scenes of that Inst abode, for the picture- 
faculty of his brain was powerful, but beyond all 
other ideas this one predominated. It continually 
jpipres.sed itself on his consciousnc.ss as it flickered 
through his mind. A golden opportunity had ari.sen! 
Instead of his becoming a victim to temptation, 
might not he a.ssist one of the fallen angels to repent 
and be restored ? That would be an honourable 
achievement ! "that would be a victory for God ! 
that would be raising a trial into a triumph! In 
his half-asleep sen.se he saw the host of angels 
rejoicing over this repentant sinner, regained through 
his means, and his heart grew happy at the prospect 
He pictured the scene of triumph at the Golden 
Gate. He saw Brexm there, smiling. He slumbered, 
sitting, for a long while, his mind being ever at work 
md then, with a start, awoke. Dawn was already 
;ome. 
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CHAPTER XVI 


THE DEVIL WHO WOULD SERVE 

'^HE sorrowful angel was still there. Martin 
looking up saw him pacing to and fro in a 
narrow avenue; the near sides of all the trees— 
and shrubs he repeatedly passed were burned and 
shrivelled, the grass and flowers were withered quite. 

The devil’s influence was very deathful. In Martin’s 
heart arose a dislike of the maker of all that misery. 

He could not love, however much He .sympathised 
with, a personality whose mere presence occasioned 
such harm. Although it was the hour of dawn when 
usually a multitude of bird-voices trilled welcome to 
the new day, there was nothing but silence there. ! 
The only noise — and that but accentuated the 
extraordinary silence — was the monotonous moaning 
of the unresting sea. Tn a sad murmur, that mighty 
inarticulate voice spoke to Martin, and increased the i 

depression, in which, through want of sjjpep, want of ; 

food, the devil’s presence, and the early morning 
coolness and quietude, he was sunk. He rose to his 
feet to stretch his limbs. ' 

“ I must go to Lucy ! ” he said, then looking round, i 
as though startled at finding dawn, “ I have been 

here all night! It has been actual, then, and not a 1 
MO ■ J 
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dream 1 ” A flood of confused ideas surged through 
his brain. “What does it mean?” Then he 
remembered: the full import of the devil’s story 
came to him. He turned towards home, perplexed. 

“ Wait a while,” said the dark angel quietly. 

“My dear ones will have been expecting me — 
anxiously." 

“No. They have confidence in you. What is 
there to harm you, here or anywhere on this world ? 
Stay for a little while; bear with me further. I 
heed you ; for my sake, stay ! God desires His 
followers to help tho.se who are in sorrow.” 

It was still early dawn, earlier than Lucy and he 
usualSJy stirred, and the marvellous silence of the 
earth deceived him into thinking it still earlier than 
actually it was. So, with the full intention of 
returning home as soon as day was entirely come, 
he acceded t^the devil’s request, and stayed, waiting 
to console. 

“ You feel cold, let us walk,” suggested the daurk 
one, and slowly he led the way out of the glade 
where the night had been spent into the wide avenue. 
Martin followed thoughtfully. Their footsteps went 
away from the place where Lucy, still watchful and 
anxious, was waiting. 

“Why this way?" asked Martin suddenly, stopping. 


“ Come wij^ me.” 

“ Not yet— not yet I ” said the devil earnestly, as . 
ae turned and looked with sad appealing eyes into 
Vlartin’s face. “ I cannot meet any mortal but you 
-yet; at least until this—— with passionate hand he 
mote his breast, referring to toe pmsga of .jtoaiJto , ' 
hwe, "until this purged awiq?‘t*^'' j-!-' 
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“There is only Lucy. She ha.s a heart of gold. 
She is a very real portion of Love. She will soothe 
you and comfort you. Come with me — come!” 

“ No, mortal,” said the devil firmly. “ I cannot 
come with you, nor meet any one of mankind or 
angel-kind, while I wear this livery.” 

“ Then we mu.st part," said Martin quietly. “ I 
must return home.” 

“ You would abandon me ? Ls this .spirit worthy of 
one who has been in Heaven ? Would an angel not 
go with you to save your soul? If need were, he 
would go through Hades and through Hell to restore 
a lost penitent. And yet, you would not go just a 
little way with me, or sacrifice a tittle of your home- 
happiness to help me to redeem what I have lost 
Man 1 man I this is not well — not well ! I tell you 
again that until by renewed virtue I have lost some 
of the shame which girds me, I cannot 'meet any one 
except you ; and I should not have told you my tale, 
had you not been to Heaven, and there, I believed, 
received that power of sympathy which marks the 
angels.” 

Martin still hesitated. The devil’s words and the 
pleading in his voice appealed to him. No man on 
any populated sphere was more anxious than he to 
do the wise kindness ; but he had been longer away 
from Lucy and home than ever before, and^he did not 
like the seeming unwillingness of this dark angel to 
meet his wife ; moreover, he was apt to be cautious 
now in his dealings with spiritual unknowns. For a 
brief but measurable period he stood there balancing 
his decision. A slight influence either way would 
determine him to go with the devil or return imme- 
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diately to Lucy. He was weighing the alternatives | 

anxiously. Which was his first duty ? To keep with 
this spiritual penitent and endeavour to win him to 
God, or leave him to his own devices while he returned 
to the much-loved home. Which way did duty lie ? 

There wa.s no doubt as to his inclination. He 
hungered for home. 

The balance of his determination was so even and 
delicate, that a trifle would be strong enough to 
influence it either way. It was an opportunity for the 
triviality to become important. At such moments in 
great men’s lives a small idea opportunely born may 
make or mar a nation. The trifle came, opportunely 
or otjierwise, to Martin, and affected his decision. 

Out of a thicket hopped a bird — a bird with a 
broken wing. It was always a part of Martin's self- 
imposed work to do what he could to alleviate the 
pain and remedy the misery of any of the creatures in 
the world which needed his attention, and they had 
come to know this. Many a time an animal had ' 

limped to him for a thorn to be abstracted from its , | 

foot ; and still more frequently birds had fluttered to 
him and to Lucy for physical troubles to be righted. 

It was, therefore, quite in the proper order of things 
for Martin, as soon as he saw the obviously crippled s 
bird, to hasten to its assistance. He did so now{ 
anxious to comfort it, and to examine the broken 
wing ; buf for the first time on that world, the bird 
did not wait for him ; frightened, it moved its hale 
wing and hopped more energetically to escape from 
interference. This new experience impelled Martin 
to increase his speed. He ran hard through the grass- 
land, over the hillocks, through the dells, after the 
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bird, which still, despite its disadvantages, managed 
to maintain its lead. Now Martin saw that its wing 
had not been broken, only injured, for it moved both 
wings, though not with the full energy of health. 
Martin, his spirits excited by the chase, still pursued 
the quarry. * He sprang over rivulets, scrambled 
through thickets, coursed full-tilt down grassy 
slopes, made all the efforts of the strong runner ; but 
the winged creature successfully kept its place in 
advance; At last, piping defiance, with both wings 
working in full strength, it rose, darted over a group 
of trees, and disappeared beyond them. Martin threw 
himself panting on the gras.s. It had been a glorious 
run, an enjoyable chase, and he laughed through the 
joy of sport; but what had posse.ssed the bird to 
behave in such a manner ? 

After a while, he sat up, having recovered breath 
and composure. He was in a part of Hie woodland 
which, despite his frequent exploration, was strange 
to him. For that, however, he felt no concern. He 
could not lose himself in his own country. But he felt 
faint and hungry. He looked round for fruit, but 
there was none ; there were many trees, but no fruit 
trees. Near where he sat was a freshet He went to 
it, laved his face and head, and drank of the water ; 
then, rising, he saw the dark angel flying slowly to- 
wards him. 

“ Ah 1 ” sighed the fiend, “ I feared I ha<f lost you." 

Martin explained : “ I followed a bird with a 
seemingly broken wing, but the creature deceived 
me: its wing was not broken.” The devil laughed 
and Martin laughed too ; but the devil’s laughter was 
as th^ of one who laus^bed in agony, “ Here I am, 


THE DEVIL WOULD SERVE 215 

I know not quite where, certainly a distance from my 
home — I must return there at once.” 

“ Let me guide you,” said the fiend quietly. 

“No,” answered Martin, distrustful of devil-guid- 
ance. “ I will find my way ! ” 

“ I will lead you. Wait while I discover the 
direction.” Raising his dark red wings, he soared 
swiftly upwards, and then, poised in the air, looked 
round him for a few moments. Satisfied, he de- 
scended, plumb, as a lark descends until it is near 
the ground. The ascent and descent were wonder- 
fully swift and direct. Martin marvelled at, and 
admired the decided and graceful movements of the 
winged one. “Yes,” .said the fiend, on his return 
to earth. “ I saw your home — a green arbour on a 
hill, decked with flowers and with running water 
at the base of it. A beautiful woman with little 
children plajyng about her was there, talking happily 
with three of God’s splendid angels." 

“ Lucy ! You saw my dear ones — and with 
angels ? ” 

“ Yes, with angels. She is not anxious about you.” 

“God is good. He sent them to comfort her in 
my absence.” 

“Will you help me to gain His goodness?” 

“ I will do all I can, with my small ability. I must 
first go to my loved ones, I have proved my desire to 
help you.* There is ample time for all I can do for 
you. Do not think I am not willing, but my first 
duty is to be with them now. The morning is going." 

“You see that tree, whose leaves su^ like silver 
with the kisses of yesterday’s sunset still upon them ? 
Your home is directly beyond that” 
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“ Then let us go. You — come with me ! ’’ 

“ I will go with you part of the journey and be 
your guide. But I must not meet tho.se angels yet.” 

“ Why not? They are the very ones to assist you ! 
Do you think God’s angels would hurt or discourage 
any penitent ? No — I know them too well.” 

“And I know them well too. If on some sphere 
where they were alone, I humbled my.self in the dust, 
and shed penitent tears and spoke all that is in my 
heart — as I have spoken and will speak to you — they 
would hear me, and, I doubt not, help me towards 
obedience and God ; but here, where you and your 
family are, they would be suspicious of me. Because 
I wear the garb of I Icll’s .shame they would judfjc me 
as one of Satan’s body-guard, seeking to deceive you 
and de.stroy. That I am not. Mad I been doing 
devil’s work, I should not have said what I have said 
to you. I am no tempter, nor do I a|)pcar as one. 
I have escaped from Hell, and wish to get to Heaven, 
and that by worth, and you can help me. I want no 
angel’s assistance yet ; shame would keep me from 
asking them, but I am not ashamed to ask who 
have walked in Heaven — the only mortal to do so, 
and still remain vested in mortality 1 — and are 
perfectly good." 

“ Hush ! do not flatter me.” A shadow glided over 
Martin’s face. “ 1 am only a weak man trying to 
realise an ideal.” '' 

“I know all that you would say: you are doing 
your duty, and part of your duty is to help me. 
I have flown from Hell, as Peruel did; but my 
purpose has been more definite than that fool’s was. 
In his passionate eagerness to escape from the pain 
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and the shame below, he flew wildly with blind 

wings anywhither, his one object being to get away 

as far away as possible — from the sink of horrors and 
sin. Where he is now I do not know. But I had a 
clear purpo.se. 1 came to this world, where there has 
never been sin, to be your servant, gradually by 
painful servitude to train my hard spirit to the habit 
of excellent obedience, and from companionship with 
you to gain the virtue induced by a pure example. 
For your sake I will, with my knowledge of Hell’s 
cunning, assist you to baffle and resist the wiles of 
enemies ; and for my own sake, by this probation, 
holy and [latient it will really be, and this service 
against Hell, I ,shall hope to win the forgiveness of 
God, and be enrolled again among His angels ! ” 

Martin’s eyes kindled at the prospect, but he said : 

“ Anything that I can do to regain you for God, 
and Heaven .for you, I will do, even if I die for it ; 
but this is a great responsibility to place on an untried 
man, and I do not know that I ought to bear it. You 
must let me do this — consult one of the angels now 
with Lucy about your plan.” 

“No, that cannot be!” answered the devil, with 
something like fierceness for the first time in his voice. 
But Martin held firmly to his decision. He saw the 
dangers of the devil’s proposed course. 

“ You need not meet them,” he urged. “ I will not 
say wher5 you are ; only let me tell them your story 
as you have told it to me. I have great faith in their 
justice and kindness.” 

“ Again no — not yet. By your uncertainty — my 
master ! — you belittle yourself.” As the devil called 
Martin “ master ” there was all the expression of 
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determined humility in his voice. It wa.s the proud 
spirit wilful to subdue hi.s pride for the .sake of a high 
purpose. Martin appreciated the hidden struggle 
which accompanied the words, but he interrupted, 
saying deliberately, “Call me not master, I am 
no one’s ma.ster, but God’s man. God is the Master. " 

“Truly; but — God’s man — do you nut see my 
purpose? By voluntary humbling myself to you, I 
am undergoing a painful {>enance. It is to gain 
redemption. Oh, help me — help me ! ’’ The words 
ended in a plaintive cry. 

“ I will help you all I can. But 1 want no servant. 
Our work here is our happiness." 

“ Is there not much for all of us to do? Can you 
human habitants of this great sphere attend to a 
particle of the work to be done on it. I with my 
power of flight can visit places — where Nature is 
fully alive — which you will never se«. In those 
places I can be your representative — I the spiritual 
viceregent of a mortal king — carrying your principles 
of justice there, and proclaiming everywhere your 
authority. There is very much for all of us to do. 
In the circle round your home there is order and 
loveliness ; beyond that circle, as I have seen, is 
lawlessness and a tangled wilderness, I tell you, 
man, for the good of your ideal and the proper 
government of your world, that you need me." 

There was anxious pleading in the sptrit’s voice 
and eyes. The prevalence of the pain and flames 
was now evidently less, suggesting to Martin's 
sympathetic mind that the virtuous ambition and 
purposes of the devil were already reducing the 
burden of his sin. Still, the agony was there — as 
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it always must be in one exiled from Heaven — ^but 
for the time it was superseded by a nobler pain — 
the pain of the knowledge of shame spurred by the 
resolute wish for the opportunity of forgiveness. 
Martin said nothing, but was firmly determined 
to obtain the counsel of Zuron or Triest before 
consenting to any such act of responsibility. 

They had now been walking for some hours, 
the angel a few paces ahead, but the country was 
still strange to Martin. This fact puzzled him, as 
he thought he knew the world within half-a-day’s 
journey of his home thoroughly. He grew troubled 
and anxious. They were going in a straight line 
over ^ndulating grassy downs, gay with multitudes 
of flowers and proud with not a few trees, but none 
of these were fruit trees. Martin felt his strength 
failing. At last he sat down exhausted. The hot 
sun was beaAing down from overhead. Noon, and 
no food for nearly a whole hard-worked day ! In 
accordance with custom he knelt at that hour and 
prayed ; and most prominently did Lucy and the 
dear children — then performing the same rite and 
praying for him — figure in his prayers. He seemed 
so far from them, although he should be near. 
Where was he ? he asked at the end of his suppli- 
cations. Lost ? Lost in his own world ! 

During the interval of prayer, the devil had been 
silent ; deliberately he turned his back to the kneeling 
man — ^scenes of holy exercise were not for him yet. 
The face of the dark angel, besides its burden of 
sorrow, bore a smile. 

At that moment of direct appeal to God, a very 
great doubt as to the spirit’s genuineness came into the 
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mind of Martin. Throughout the night and during 
that morning he had been on careful guard, for he 
knew that -there is no cunning .so accomplished, no 
art so cruel, no design .so pitiless, as the cunning, art, 
design of the soul-dcstroycr, and this new actjuaint- 
ance, if not evil now, had been wrought in evil. Yet 
the agony of the devil during the {previous night had 
not been feigned : Martin had witnesscfi the sufferings 
and heard the appalling story of that woeful one. If 
he were lying now, he had lived the truth then. That 
was to his credit. Behin<l all these theories, however, 
shone like a lurid .storm-c!ou<I this fact — the devil 
had not guided him aright, otherwi.sc ere this he 
would have been with Lucy. The experience of 
the night had been passed within easy distance of 
home, yet, after walking a weary di.stancc through 
the foodless field.s, he was lust. I'he <!cvil had been 
worse than a blind guide ; he had wilftdly deceived. 
The upward flight had been a subterfuge. The sight 
of the happy home and Lucy with the angels might 
as truly as not have been a lie ; and the bird — the 
original cause of his straying into these unknown 
ways — ^was that an instrument of evil guile, the 
tool of an iniquitous purpose ; perhaps, indeed, a 
demon disguised? Martin was in dismay. 

The devil read his thoughts, and walking to him 
said : 

"You are in doubt: you doubt me! You judge 
too quickly. Mere circumstances have too much 
effect upon you. This is not just nor kind." 

“ I am lost,” said Martin, simply, wearily. 

" And think because you are lost that I am a false 
guide.” 
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“ You professed to act as my guide.” 

“ I am taking you direct to your home.” 

“ I have walked and walked, and still am — I know 
not where ! — not near home.” 

“ I tell you the truth, and have told you no lies. I 
am leading your footsteps directly homeward.” 

Martin looked round. To his mind the fact that 
he was in an entirely strange place was answer 
enough to the dark one’s protestation. 

“You followed the bird wilfully. I called to you, 
advising you to keep in the parts you knew. You 
would not hearken to my appeals ; but rushed, 
passionately, carelessly, after the feathered fraud. 
When^ you followed the bird did you heed where you 
were running ? ” 

Martin made no answer. 

“No! you ran a great way, further than you, tired 
as you are, cath estimate. When your bird-chase was 
over, knowing you were a considerable distance from 
home, I offered to guide you, and have guided you 
aright. You are not so very far from your destina- 
tion now, but tired and hungry — dispirited — you 
have lost faith in yourself ; and, like all men, losing 
faith in yourself, see nothing but evil in others. I 
am the only other with you now, and so you see in 
me nothing but an evil spirit and a false guide! 
This is poor gratitude to one who, anxious to be 
your servant, is endeavouring even to his own danger 
— for are not my old enemies, the angels of goodness, 
hereabout? — to help your wearied footsteps home.” 

The devil had been speaking with a voice of calm 
reproach. The skilful utterance and the musical 
tone touched the heart of the generous man. The 
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eloquence — angelic eloquence — so glorified the facts 
that they wore a new semblance. Martin’s keen care 
of avoiding temptation was as alive as ever. He 
never allowed himself to forget that this being was 
one of the damned of Hell, and so, even while pro- 
testing penitence, to be guarded against — be his 
words and apparent deeds ever so virtuous. But 
there was one other ideal which he never forgot — 
that of helping this sad one to regain the confidence 
of God. Ever that aspiration was beating at the 
gate of his heart — at the door of his mind. He, the 
tempted, to convert the tempter ! In the joy of the 
fond ambition he forgot his weariness for a little 
while. 

“ You are very tired and must be hungry. Come, 
have confidence in me ! I will carry you home ! ” 

“Nol” said Martin, springing to his feet. 

“ Do not be afraid ! ” cried the spirit. “ Do you 
think these flames would injure you? "and the devil 
with a groan of sad remembrance touched his 
tortured breast “The fire of Hell can only pain 
the creatures of Hell. You might clasp me to your 
bosom and would not know that within your arms 
was a furnace of agony. Tru.st me, and I will carry 
you safely and immediately home 1 ’’ 

" No,” Martin cried again. “ It is not from fear of 
your presence or the pain which you endure. I 
cannot be carried by you, nor can I any more be 
guided by you, at least until your livery is that of 
tiic white angels. On this earth I am to labour for 
this earth and for its people, who are mine. I ask 
not, and I have not, any material help from God’s 
angels. I do not, in the fulfilment of my lifis's 
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object, depend upon them, and I should consider it 
a breach of Heaven’s trust, even in this hour of 
passing need, to depend so absolutely as you invite 
me to do on you.” 

No sooner had Martin concluded his words than 
the devil gave a groan of utter misery and threw 
himself at full length on the ground. Then was 
repeated all the suffering of the previous night. He 
grovelled and shivered, and the luscious grass-blades, 
which came in contact with him, withered, shrivelled, 
and died. His moaning recommenced. Again with 
frenzied wings he beat the earth and fanned poison 
to the nearest flowens. Martin was so startled by 
this spdden paroxysm of pain and woe that he went 
hastily a little distance off and stood watching, 
irresolute, wishing to help, and yet careful not to 
invite temptation. Pre.sently the writhing of the 
tormented ohe became less violent. The ribbed 
wings ceased their desultory flapping. The sobs and 
groans were softened into silence. The devil looked 
up, and there was less pain evident in his face. 
Seeing Martin awestruck and pitifully watching him, 
he tried to smile kindly : it was — inadequate simile ! 
— like, a pale star endeavouring to pierce a veil of 
storm-cloud — like a young rose lending its little 
possession of beauties to a world of murky misery — 
that heroic simple smile glinting through the woe- 
marked features from the piteous eyes. Martin’s 
heart was deeply touched by it He told himself 
that he must not desert that would-be virtuous 
victim of ancient vice. So far as was in his 
power, it was his duty to help the penitent to regain 
Paradise. After all, his ideal was not entirely a 
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material one; the ideal people had its earthly part 
certainly, but underneath the transient physical 
surface lay the spiritual actuality. 

The devil then said, and his voice wa.s very soft — 
sweet with the softness of sadness ; “ You are strong, 

0 man. In the old days when, an invisible enemy, 

1 gazed on the race of mortals in the worlds and saw 
them the victims of illness and disease, of contemptible 
habits, of foolish customs, of luxury and self-indulgence 
ending in the meanest of deaths, I thought — What 
weak, wretched creatures they are ! It was often not 
necessary to tempt them to act amiss, they did it from 
love of dirt. But you, fortunate mortal, are different. 
When I saw them I was proud of being a devjl. I 
was so superior. But now that I have seen a Man — 
the prince of his fellows — blessed with supreme 
excellence, physical, mental, spiritual, I am reminded 
of God, and I would barter my immorCality to be a 
mortal like him — like you.” 

“ Hush 1 ” said Martin. “ Let us part now till 
to-morrow. Believe me, I am anxious to help you.” 

“ But you cannot find your way home 1 " 

“ Yes I can ! ” and he walked with a briskness he did 
not feel to a tree, purposing to climb that and survey 
the country. As soon as he reached the tree and laid 
his hand on the trunk he knew he had not the strength 
then to climb it. “God in Heaven help me!” his 
lips framed the words and his heart spoke them. He 
felt, then, lost and alone. He was, however, not 
alone. The eternal ones of Heaven were watching 
that long spiritual duel. They realised that it was 
a trial ; but without a trial there could be no eflforl, 
without a battle there could be no victory. Martin 
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cried to God in his weakness and loneliness ; and 
although a miracle was not done and there was no 
visible answer to his heart’s prayer, he did not lose 
faith. He knew that God and goodness were near 
and with him. Temptation had come again ; this 
communicative spirit was subtly endeavouring to 
destroy. Gradually, as he stood there, leaning by 
one hand against the tree, and looking sadly at the 
grass blades, the terrible truth came to Martin, but 
faint and weary though he was, his will was unfaltering 
to do the right. He was ready for the spiritual conflict. 

You are lost,” said the devil, his tone suggesting 
that Martin was therefore dependent upon him. 

God has not forgotten me ! ” 

*‘Lost!” — was there mockery or wonder in that 
voice lost — and this world yours! The king of 
a country lost in his own country ! ” 

**This world is God’s. I am but His creature 
placed here to begin its development!” 

You are too humble.” 

No mortal in relation to God can be too humble 1 ” 
Martin’s voice was quiet, not provocative, and firm, 
though the speeches of the spirit angered him. 

relation to God — true! But Man on the 
worlds is not humble even in relation to God, and 
you are that man’s superior as Heaven is superior to 
the least of the worlds. You should not be so meek. 
Remember^I am to be your servant 1 and the master 
of a spirit should be really a master.” 

Then Martin, conscious that this speech was aimed 
at his humility, spoke up stoutly: “You are not to 
be my servant. I am not to be your master. If I 
were I should say Go, and find you obedient ” 
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The fiend looked searchingly at Martin. An 
expression of disappointment and pain came into his 
eyes, cutting the man’s kind heart to the quick. The 
angel of evil sighed and hung his head, then, 
turning, slowly opened his wings and flew away. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

TRIALS AND TRIBULATION 

TV/TARTIN was pained, to find his hoped-for 
convert flying away. There was one ideal 
gone! Yet, if that were a tempter, was it not a victory, 
and had he not escaped a peril by rejecting his 
dangerous sugge.stions so firmly? The insidious 
flattery aimed at Martin’s humility, had been in- 
effectual : so far, very good. The thought gave him 
excellent heart, and he pondered as to which way he 
should go to find the lo.st home. 

He walked to a wooded knoll and looked around, 
but everywhere appeared a dense screen of trees. He 
studied the sun, but having no certain fact by which 
to judge its relative position, and having lost any- 
thing like a certain estimate of the time of day, he 
could get very little assistance from that. He judged 
it was in the west, for it must be well after noon ; but 
that foolisjji helter-skelter after the bird, and the sub- 
sequent misguidance of the devil had caused him 
to lose his direction, and whether he should travel 
sunwards or away from the sun to find Lucy and 
home-love, he could not tell. Nerved to make an- 
other effort, however, he toilfully clambered part of the 

way up a second tree, easier to climb than the other 
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one ; but his body and limbs were utterly fagged, and 
through want of food his head grew dizzy, so that he 
could not rise above a useless height. 

Thoroughly tired, body and mind, he looked round 
heavily. Grass, trees, sl<y and sun, they were all that 
he could see in that beautiful desolate place. “Ah!” he 
shrieked, and fell in a swoon from the branch on 
which he was standing. His fall was partly stayed by 
foliage, otherwise a bone or limb would probably 
have been broken. He had seen .something more 
than grass and trees, sky and sun. He had seen a 
face, green with envy, livid with hate, lightened by 
red eyes burdened with cursc.s. Martin knew the 
face. It had occurred to his mind many a tync in 
the past, but never so fearfully as now. It was the 
face of Kezrel. The dreadful, detestable, cruel being 
was peering through an opening in the bracken. The 
bitter hatred of his look struck MartiTt’s heart and 
numbed his sense.s, so that with a shriek he fell to lie 
for a long while in a swoon on the knoll. Kezrel 
flew, laughing the devil’s laughter, from his hiding- 
place. As he passed over Martin’s prostrate form he 
spat at it and hi.s.sed a curse, then that worst of the 
meaner spirits continued his flight, curving his course 
until he was on the track of his fellow-devil whom 
with hasty wings he followed. 

Meanwhile Lucy anxiously watched and waited 
for the absent husband, and the little ones shared 
the mother’s anxiety. For the first time since their 
happy union, Martin had been away from her more 
than a few hours. Throughout the night she watched 
and prayed, sitting in the midst of her sleeping 
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darlings ; now and then with gentle fingers caressing 
them, from them gaining comfort. As the hours 
passed and her husband did not return, the fear grew 
in her breast that he was dead ; but she could not 
conceive the idea of death then in regard to him. 
He was so lusty with grand life, moreover his work 
on that world — with the children still so young — 
could not yet be done. With joyful relief she 
banished the thought of his being hindered from 
coming to her by death. Life without Martin would 
be to her Paradise shorn of its first delight. As the 
night went on she gathered the true cause of his 
absence, her heart told her the truth at once, — for 
stand^g by her home and gazing into the darkness 
she saw far away the tinge of a new light betokening 
the pre.scnce of an angel of ill. This fact did not 
frighten her as in some circumstances it might have 
done, for she* had absolute confidence in Martin, and 
knew that despite all disadvantages he could not — 
would not — fail. She did not, however, lose her 
anxiety for him. His absence throughout the night 
justified that; but the ever-gleaming flowers of 
Heaven, covering her home with beautiful light and 
clinging, sparkling, about the highe.st trees — the stars 
of the starless world — gave her continually the best 
comfort. The night passed through all its stages, 
from the ^rey twilight to the grey dawn, and still 
the loved one did not come. The sun rose, the day 
broadened, the world went to its work again, but the 
master - workman was not there to direct The 
children awoke and called for their father, and the 
mother soothed their fears with the words that children 
love.; Still Martin did not come. Through the long 
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day she waited, and still he did not come. Another 
night rolled past and another day was born ; her 
heart was growing sick with anxiety and the desire 
to greet him, the children cried for him, and besieged 
their mother in baby clamour for the reasons of his 
absence. She told them he would return soon and 
bade them be happy with hope, but .still he did not 
come, nor any of God’s angels. / 

On the third day of the absence, she, with her 
baby-comrades, was walking among the trees doing 
the lesser deeds of Martin’.s daily toil, when her eldest 
boy, who had scampered in advance of her, clapped 
his hands and cried out with joy. Lucy, followed by 
her other children, hastened hopefully to wheje her 
little son was, and looked. Some rlistancc away was 
the figure of a man — Martin ! — walking hastily, as if 
following .some one, for a few moments she could not 
see whom. She called to Martin, and the children in 
shrill chorus called too, but he heard or heeded not, 
and continued impetuously his way. His form dis- 
appeared behind a mass of shrubbery, and, at the 
very moment, another figure came into view from 
behind the same thicket. That was whom Martin 
was following, and it was a woman. Lucy did not 
believe her eyes ; but, nevertheless, looked with 
feminine keenness at the stranger, while the children, 
sad with disappointment and frightened at their 
father’s ignoring their appeals, clung to her skirts and 
cried. 

The woman was exceedingly beautiful. There was 
no doubt of that, despite the distance between her 
and her observer. Tall, erect, excellently grace- 
ful, with raven-black hair, and face, neck and anna 
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clear and white as marble. She wore a magnificent 
robe of purple-red, which served to heighten her 
wonderful attractiveness. Lucy watched until the 
mysterious woman passed from sight. She was 
astonished, puzzled. In a few moments Martin 
again appeared, soon to be hidden at the place 
behind which the woman he was following had dis- 
appeared. Dc.spite this evidence of her senses, and 
her husband’s continued absence, Lucy not for one 
moment doubted him. If that man were he — and 
without better evidence she would not credit even 
that — there was every reason, except the wrong one, 
for his action. She proved then and thereafter what 
Mart;in had always believed and known her to be — 
the perfect woman. She devoted herself instantly to 
comforting the children, and romped and raced with 
them — forcing herself to laugh and them with her — 
along the heJmeward way. 

At noon, while they were eating the mid-day meal, 
Lucy saw Triest approaching. He was the first 
angel who had come to her since Martin had gone, 
and she went gladly to meet him — her mind full of 
words of question and explanation. 

The angel was, however, in a mournful mood, and 
Lucy, knowing his habitual cheerfulness, was fright- 
ened at the change in him. He saluted her with the 
spear he carried, and said, in accents touched with 
deep regret, “ Alas, Lucy, I bring ill news." 

“ 111 news of Martin ? ’’ 

The angel signified assent. 

“Is he dead?” 

“ Worse 1 — false to you — to us — to God 1 ” 

Lucy answered nothing. She waited, looking with 
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woe-struck eyes at the angel. She could not have 
spoken, had she tried, at that moment. 

"Yes,” said Triest, and his voice was now angry. 
"Martin is false! God, to people another part of 
this sphere had placed upon it a second couple, 
similar to Martin and to you. The wife of that 
new Adam was wandering in the wood, when Martin 
saw and loved her. Forgetting hi.s ideal, forgetting 
you, forgetting God, but passionate in his new-tKwn 
love, he followed her. She rejected his appeals, 
reminded him of his duty, and told him, with the 
pride of the true woman, that she was the bride 
of another. Martin — the false heart ! — continued his 
protestation. He wooed her, and through his^ per- 
sistent importunity, overcoming and answering all 
her scruples and objections, won her. Now in her 
arms he is spending the evil hours, and you and thcise 
cherubs of delight are forgotten ! ” '■ 

Lucy listened horror-struck. She bowed her head 
and hid her face in her hands. There was a pause of 
sickening silence. Martin was false 1 Martin was 
false ! She could not, she would not believe it, even 
then. Martin could never be untrue. Looking 
straight into the angel’s face, she bravely said so. 

“ It cannot be, it is not so 1 ” 

" I say he is false,” returned the angel .sadly. 
“ This is the truth, as truly as I am true 1 ” 

Then another voice — Triest’s, and yet"^ another 
voice — spoke. 

“ Liar ! ” was the one simple fiery word which rang 
out like a bugle note, 

Lucy, startled, gazed round: a wonderful joy 
sprang into her heart Out of invisibility the true 
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Triest had come. She looked amazed. Triest? 
There were two Triests facing one another, ab- 
solutely alike in every particular. So at first they 
appeared to be, but the extraordinary similarity 
began at once to disappear, for on the face of the 
one Triest was a righteous scorn, upon the other an 
unangelic fear. 

“Liarl” Again the angry word was clearly, but 
now quietly spoken, and then with hot wrath the 
real Triest smote the false. At once, at the touch, 
the appearance of the latter quite changed. His 
disguise was lost. He appeared as he really was — 
a devil, that one with whom Martin had spent 
the ryght of lamentation, he who would serve. The 
fiend angrily couched his .spear and lunged at Triest, 
but the angel, equally angry and in no way distressed, 
evaded the weapon and rushed at his adversary. 
The antagoiTists closed, in a great fury. The spear 
was wrenched from the devil’s grasp. Fiercely the 
champions wrestled and smote. 

Lucy frightened at this tremendous conflict ran 
to the children, and placed them in the home, sing- 
ing to them to keep them quiet and unafraid. 

When she turned again to watch the battle the 
devil was in flight, hotly pursued and repeatedly 
beaten by Triest. The angry spirits wheeled and 
curved oge close behind the other in tortuous flight 
and pursuit among and then over the trees, until 
Lucy could follow their course no more. When 
they had gone, she bade the children kneel, and then 
she prayed. Soon after the silvern voices of the 
lisping little ones were heard by glad angels singing 
a hymn— one which the children loved especially, 
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one which the absent father had taught them ; its 
melody was not dissimilar to the great chorus of 
victory so frequently chanted in Heaven. 

Lucy was not again directly vexed by the evil 
spirits. They did, however, when hidden with 
invisibility, descend to the mean depth of tampering 
with the children, endeavouring to foment baby- 
anger and .stimulate baby-greed, but the holy in- 
fluence of the mother .surrounded the children 
alway!5, and even at that mean work the fiends were 
beaten. 

When Martin recovered con.sciou.sne.s.s the dews 
of evening were heavy on the gras-s. The .sun had 
disappeared behind the horizon and the earth was 
chill. He sat up shivering and looked round, dread- 
ing again to see the horrid face which beyond all 
else he loathed. To his relief there 'was no bad 
shape visible in the grcyne.s.s, but also, and here the 
sense of loneliness recurred, there was no one of that 
goodly company, the angels, there to guide and 
comfort him. It was, however, something to be rid 
of the melancholy devil with hi.s picture gallery of 
tortures. With some return of the old habitual 
cheerfulness, Martin told himself that if he must 
be lost it was better to be lost alone. The best of 
devils was bad company. 

With an efibrt he ro.se to his feet He still felt 
dizzy and faint through hunger, but the period of 
proneness had rid him of much limb-wearinesiJ. He 
determined at once to search for food — fruit and eggs. 
He had no idea which was the way home, so having 
' sdd one prayer for God's guidance, he strode bravely 
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along an avenue in a direction the reverse of that 
which the bad angel had taken. 

Darkness — the pitch-black darkness of that moon- 
less and starless world — very soon came over all. 
Martin climbed a slight eminence and gazed care^ 
fully north, south, east, west, for the glimmer of the 
fire which was always burning by his home, but 
there was no evidence of it reflected in the sky. 
Neither could he see the luminance of any of the 
flowers of Heaven. He must be very far away! 
His heart was not encouraged by the prospect of 
having to grope his way to find the home which 
might actually be situated in exactly the opposite 
direcjjtion to that he was going. Standing still, 
however, was not the way to reach the goal. He 
must march — march — march, and trust to Providence 
for guidance. At once he went onward, touching 
every tree Chat he passed to see if it were a fruit 
tree ; but that land luscious with vegetable life 
seemed barren of fruit trees. 

In the dead darkness he stumbled along. Often 
through unseen unevenness in the ground he fell, very 
often he walked into a bush or thicket to emerge 
scratched and with his clothing full of thorns, more 
than once he strode into a pool, many times he struck 
his head against a low-hanging branch. It was a 
desperate struggle, but still he struggled on. He 
was in sore need of food and yet was still more 
hungry for re-union with the dear home-circle. Ah I 
what would Lucy have thought of this continued 
absence? He knew she would be anxious; but he 
had confidence that her trust in him would not falter. 
How very happy the meeting would be I With fond 


236 tHETRlALOPMAN 

imagination he pictured delightful scenes. He seemed 
to feel the hands of his little ones clasping and pull- 
ing his cassock — when he fell, tripped by tangled 
undergrowth. Up at once he was though, buoyed by 
the brave determination to struggle on, through every 
difficulty and at any personal cost and physical 
fatigue. 

Dawn came at last, and Martin exhausted, sat 
down to watch the sunlight creep across the sky. A 
new day had come. Would he that night be again 
with his loved ones? In a voice very faint from 
weariness he sang the u.sual matin-song. 

He was in a long valley, the sides of which were 
covered with trees ; at the bottom of the valj,ey a 
river was running. Removing his .sandals he laved 
his aching feet. While doing so he .saw beyond the 
river a tree bowed down with ruddy fruit. His hopes 
revived. Lifting the skirts of his cassoCk, he waded 
across the stream, and without waiting to don his 
sandals ran to the tree. The tree! — where was it? 
Had hunger deceived him? Had want woven a 
mirage before his eyes? He looked at every tree 
particularly and carefully ; his heart grew cold with 
disappointment. Not one of the trees was a fruit-tree ! 
Every one was a particularly healthy specimen of its 
kind ; but he could not eat leaves and timber. He 
walked slowly back to the river and turned to look at 
the forest. Again he saw the tree with the branches 
bowed low with ruddy fruit. Without removing his 
eyes from it he walked towards it, his appetite 
whetted by the prospect He came to the tree and 
clasped its trunk with his hands, but — disappointment 
of disappointments! the tired, famished, dispirited 
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man saw that the branches were barren. Hope had 
painted a pretty picture and the picture was all a 
dream. He groaned and prayed mutely for succour ; 
but at once he was up again. He would not despair. 
He fastened on his sandals and went slowly to the 
river, having decided to follow that as it took its 
course to the sea. Any certain direction was better 
than a pathless wandering, and the sea once reached 
he might make his way along the coast to where on 
that long-ago morning he had found the flints. That 
spot was near his home. So along the river-bank, the 
way that the water flowed, he dragged his weary course. 

He soon came to another fruit-tree, but the refresh- 
ing fpod hung high on the branches. Strengthened 
by need, however, he clasped and climbed the trunk 
and soon reached the upper parts where the fruit was 
hanging. Rejoicing and thinking thanks, he put out 
his hand to f^luck, and he plucked — leaves! Was his 
head dizzy with much want? Had his mind again 
deceived him ? He climbed higher into the tree. 
There was no fruit anywhere. He sat in the branches 
for a time dazed, then covering his face with his hands 
he relieved his pent-up feelings in one groan. He let 
himself down from the deceitful tree and continued 
his way by the river-bank, ever on the look-out for 
food and a known land-mark. 

Presently he saw through the trees to the left a 
fact for which he could not account He went quickly, 
refreshed by its appearance, towards it There was a 
high crucifix, and hanging to the cross was the figure 
of the Saviour. Martin's heart welled full of tears 
which found vent at his eyes. He was touched by 
the comfort brought to him in the midst of his trial, 
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by that image of the Divine Sacrifice. He took its 
appearance there as a deed of the angels for the 
strengthening of his spiritual self. Tears of gratitude 
and of bodily weakness coursed down his cheeks. In 
sheer physical exhaustion he knelt and lay at the foot 
of the cross and tried to say prayers, but weariness 
played havoc with his thoughts and he could only 
rest. After a while — when his flood of emotions had 
taken their course — he looked up at the face of the 
Crucified to contemplate the .story expressed thereon. 
Gradually the figure seemed to possess vitality. The 
eyes of the image of the Christ gained light and looked 
down on him, the lips began to move and to form 
words, a kind smile touched the sacred features. 
Then as the vitality increased, the face itself changed. 
The blue eyes with their burdeti of blessings were 
tinged with yellow, then they shone with a fierce green 
light : the holy face was degraded into a" countenance 
dark and evil, the smile broadened into a mocking 
grin, the figure on the cross was now that of a devil 
with spiteful face, horned ears and writhing spiked 
tail — such a shape as in the old monastic days the 
monks had thought Satan was 1 
Martin was for the moment paralysed by the 
hideous transformation. He buried his face deep in 
the grass and smelt the earth in his passion for the 
truth which Nature, at least, has. When fie looked 
up — as after a pause determinately he did — the cross 
with its devil-burden had vanished ; and there was 
nothing before his eyes but the uninterrupted vista of 
fruitless trees. For a long while he lay on the grass, 
although the hot sunshine bathed him, shivering, a 
victim to acute nervous strain, waiting for relief. 
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He resumed his way. Not an animal crossed his 
path, not one bird-song during that day of spiritual 
trial greeted and comforted him. He moved, a silent 
man through a painfully silent world, and was filled 
with every hunger. In the late afternoon while look- 
ing in the river and wondering fondly whether this 
was the stream which ran past the home-eminence, 
he saw the reflection of an angel, robed in brightness, 
flying high in the heavens. Looking upward, Martin 
beckoned to the spirit and called to him for help. 
“Good angel, come to me!^' The angel came at 
once, and seeing Martin’s need, touched a tree. 
Instantly it was covered with shining fruit The 
hungry man went forward, calling out his thanks to 
the bright being who was already flying away. He 
reached the tree and plucked the golden fruit ; but, 
grievous disappointment ! outwardly golden, inwardly 
the fruit w«rs rotten to the core. Thrice again he 
plucked from the tree and thrice again he met with a 
similar disappointment The fourth fruit he threw 
into the stream in the bitterness of woe. 

“ Devils I devils ! all devils ! ” his sorrow found ex- 
pression in those bitter words. Rapidly, while he 
spoke, the tree withered away ; its new-sprung 
poisonous fruit had killed it Martin in a frenzy of 
the fear of evil ran at full speed along the river-side ; 
he did not mind starvation if he might only starve 
untroubled by the poison-makers. Death without sin 
was not to be shrunk from, although it meant a 
temporary parting from loved ones and dear associa- 
tions. But this walk through the haunted world was 
full of mind-misery and soul-torture. The threat of 
devils was constant pain. Seven times he saw fruit- 
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trees, and every time the fruit was smitten and decayed. 
Every disappointment weakened his chastened .spirit; 
but he bore up cheerfully and without complaint ; an 
end would soon come to these trials so long as he 
was true to God and the ideal life. He cheered his 
spirit with a sadly quavering song. 

Evening gathered over the earth. Darkness came 
too quickly on, and despite the calls of hunger, 
Martin’s weariness was so great that stumbling over 
the roots of a tree, he fell, and resting where he fell, 
his head pillowed on a hillock of grass, was soon in a 
sleep. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


MARTIN SAYS GRACE 

T ULLED by the wash of the river, Martin slept 
for a time well His extreme fatigue was a 
good friend to him, for, in the utter absorption of 
sleep promoted by it, he gained needful rest and 
had ho regard to the coldness of the night or the 
dew which soaked the skirts of his cassock. During 
those slumberous houns the devils at their councils 
left him untroubled, and the angels about that world, 
gathering in a shining multitude, blessed him, each one 
in succession stooping to touch the man’s tanned brow. 

After a while Martin dreamed. He was at home, 
at work on his history. Lucy was singing ; the 
children were playing in and round the flower-decked 
home. Satisfied, at length, with the work at that 
hour accomplished, he put it aside, and Lucy, rising, 
went to the fire to bring baked fruit and eggs, and 
— useful and appreciated domestic implement, the 
effect of aSi hour of happy toil I — a wooden jar brimful 
of new milk. Laughing and shouting in unselfish 
rivalry, the little ones danced or toddled to the 
banquet. Martin, unusually ready for the feast, said 
a prayer of thanks, the united family sang a hymn, 
then — he awoke. 


Q 


m 


242 the trial of man 

Another dawn had come, and the world at that 
waking moment was wet and cold. Martin sprang to 
his feet and moved ha.stily about to rid his limbs of 
the cramp and cold which for the time held them. 
The baked fruits and eggs and the refreshing milk 
were not for him. His eager appetite had for its 
satisfaction only the nourishment of a dream. 

He took his disappointment cheerfully. His limbs 
were rested and the exercise warmed him. The gain 
of physical comfort — little as it wa.s — gave him new 
hope. He raised his arms to the heavens and said 
the morning prayer, his fir-st thoughts were for 
that little family circle of which he had dreamed. 
After the prayer he lingered over the vision, going 
through its details with loving deliberation. Yes, he 
thought, the di.sappointment of the wakening was 
great, but the joy of the dream was worth it, and 
stimulated anew by the disappointment -and the joy, 
he set out on the morningls tnarch. 

There were still no signs of food, but as soon as the 
day was sufficiently warm, he plunged into the river. 
Fresh water is, however, but sorry refreshment after a 
sixty hours’ fast, and Martin was weakened rather 
than assisted by the exercise. 

Before resuming his journey he climbed a high tree 
reaching to the branches at the very top, whence he 
examined the country round. On all sides nothing 
but tree- tops met his sight — a beautiful '"world of 
greenness under a dome of blue. He could not dis- 
tinguish any object helping him to determine the 
direction of home. He was utterly lost and evidently 
still very far from the wished-for destination. He 
descended less hopefully than he climbed the tree. 
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On again, along the river bank, towards the sea. 
No living fact other than vegetable life, saw he, on 
that solitary march. He started on the journey with 
eager, sturdy strides, but soon the unwonted fasting 
told upon him, his steps became shorter and less 
certain. He amused his mind with thoughts of the 
old monastery life. What a change from that con- 
dition to this! Then he fasted voluntarily, but 
compared with this that fasting was recreation 1 He 
remembered the jovial cheer of the monks on a day 
of festival, and called to mind the rich viands and 
varied dishes which burdened the table then. He 
brushed these remembrances aside as not quite 
worth;^. Better to starve in the new world and have 
known Lucy, than live and enjoy the animal cheer 
of those selfish religious. Noon came, still no food, 
despite his watchfulness, was discovered. Neverthe- 
less, he ploddSd bravely along. 

Presently Martin heard the rustling of wings and 
turned hoping; but still disappointment was his 
companion. It was the melancholy fiend come 
again. He still wore the lurid livery and was 
yoked and girdled with flame. Bnt he did not 
stop. To Martin’s surprise he flew as if in a panic 
and anxious to escape from a tumultuous pursuer. 
He journeyed in a zigzag course, rising and 
descending as he went, dodging among the trees, all 
the while in a huddled-up attitude, as though cringe- 
ing under the threat of angry blows. Very soon he 
disappeared in the woodland, and Martin wondered 
at the strangeness of the event. He did not see 
Triest, because, during his trial, Triest, as all the 
angels, was to his eyes invisible ; but in his heart, by 
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a iiew-sprunf 4 r^Iarlnuss, he was rjiriscioiis —•-though he 
was too worn aiul faggcfl fulh' to realise the con- 

sciuusness that an aiv'cl r»f Gotl was near hini. His 

nerves, his |)hysic:al he’ine;, n<»t his inind, were con- 
scious of the })n‘senc{*. 

That sense of exaltation did nut last long how- 
ever, a feeling of deej) an— aleA’ildns|)ired™- 

canie rwer him. His !iinl)s and (.n*ery part of Ins 
body ached ; it seein<‘d as if a loa,d i>f lead were.^ 
fastened on his brow. Wretclaal thouedds ran tlirougli 
Ins brain, and a hseling of disconttnii, iureigti to iiirn, 
was tmg(*ndc‘rcd in Ititn. lArry uretdicd thouglit 
and (’very inclination to disc:ontent was, liowevcr, 
di'liberalely and with a prajwr set asid<*. In that 
dire hour oi* laNiviness am! depn'sa’fju Martin did 
not sin. He walked on, not onl\^ tired, bnt in bodily 
pain. 'bhe efr<iri of the mandi was wnrught in 
torture, lait still he stru'^ejed on, keeping; dose to 
the river-sidts, 

'Fhen, stidthady it seenasi a visiem framed in the 
foliage, but pt'rhaps it was <mly a mentaJ, fumd 
.suggr-sled picture he saw 1 au*y lying white and 
dead. Ikdiind her lofuned the fire her and 

over her in a pall liune, a <iotid of its smoke the 

incense of funeral. Sitting at llu* foot of tlie dear, 
sad coipsit went tlu* <duldren, huddh’d pitemisly 
togtdlier, wailing,. 

* ■ * ^ 

Martins iieart gave a great heat; of smlden anguisli. 

During that mmnent he was a very wreti*ht‘d man; 
but, aiibunatically, in the old monastic way, he made 
the sign of the (Vtrss. It was the |)hysic*al exi)re$sion 
of a fwaycr. rerhaj-is tiic mere act occasioning new 
cause for thought — a suddcti rccollcctio}! of the dead 
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days— chased the |)lirintf>m from his mind. Martin 

gazed into the thicket where it had shone nothing 

but greenness— fruitless foliage — ^thcre 1 

He breathed a sij.‘h of relief but the vision kept 
him sad, aiul he longed, fiercely longed, for Lucy and 
the little ones. Hie continued separation was very 
hard to liear ; llu! tears of permissible self-sympathy 
came to his eyes : starvation he could endure, but 
this divorci^ aufl banishment was difficult to endure. 
He fiu!u.t lu'tnself on the ground and poured forth his 
sorrow iii the mrioli^ai of prayer. 

A-s he juaiyed, a chorus of voices greeted him. He 
ros(' to his feet, listening. He could see nothing but 
the oi^e endless panorama c>f dreary woodland. He 
walket! on, sick of lusul and weary of limb. Then 
ht: lK*<*airie cons<ar>us of beings barely visible there 
alKuit. He coukl at first distinguish no forms; it 
seemed as if* tratisparent personalities were gliding 
in a circle round him ; their jircscncc teased him. He 
walktal <iuiddy, InU could not escape from the 
m}\sU!rious com|ian}*. The voices grew louder. It 
was a mocking, irritating song; the singers seemed 
everywhere- ■•-in tlie trt'es, in the river, in the sky, under 
his feet He ran, frantic to escape from that in- 
toli^rable circUa anti coveretl his ears with his hands 
to ktjep (Hit the challt‘ring chorus ; but ever with him 
moved and wlu*ded the mocking spirits. The forms 
became more dtdlnite, their transparency grew less, 
and Martin could see a nusllcy of mischievous shapes 
-- devils of evi?ry ft amv- grinning, nodding, leering 
at him, as in wild motion they danced. 

The tormented man realised that every sign of 
irritation which he displayed was a triumph to his 
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persecutors, so, quite calm, he stood and watched 
them. They stopped their dance and clamour, and 
stood, every one, in a similar posture to his, mocking 
him still. He resumed his way, they began again 
their wild and dizzying gyration. Martin, with an 
effort of will, ignored them, he walked (jn as if they 
were not there. 

Then a loud call ran through the forest, an angry 
cry, and he heard the flapping of devils’ wings. As 
mist vanishes before a new-sprung breeze, so the 
circle of tormentors broke up and di.sappeared. 
Martin saw again the fieiul who liad offered to 
become his servant, d'he face of the rlevil hiwcred 
with anger, as he flew swiftly towards Martin. 

“ How dare they ! ” he erusl, “ Imw dare they mock 
God’s man— my ma,st(“r ! ” 

Martin said not a word, and made no welcome. 

“You would not help me, nor ailo^ me to help 
you, obstinate man, yet 1 am here ! When you 
dismissed me I was so .saddened and wounded and 
filled with hopelessnes.s that I said to my.sclf, * I will 
leave him to his folly ! Let him find his way alone ! ” 
and I flew away to loneliness an<l misery, uncertain 
what to do. What could I do? I had flown from 
Hell : and you, my human hope, would not help me 
to reach Heaven. I was in despair. Thun I heard 
the flapping of evil wing.s. I li.stcncd. They were 
the wings of one I knew well in Hcl!—of one who 
hated me — of one whom I hated — Kczrel 1 Ah, you 
know him too!" Martin had shuddered and turned 
white with terror. “ That worse of bad beings had 
come to this world to destroy your I’aradisc, and was 
following me ! Silently I flew through the woodland 
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intent on escape. Still I was followed relentlessly. 

I e.xerted my wings to the utmost: never have I 
flown — never did angel fly — a.s I flew then. Twice 
round this world 1 went, and never once during that 
angry chase could I get far enough from my pursuer. 

I never listened but I heard behind me the remorse- 
lcs.s wafting of his wings. Then I flew away from the 
world — far away, beyond that .shining sun whither I 
was not followed, and so I escaped. But — a friend- 
less wanderer among the worlds — 1 remembered you, 
and bccau.se you liad been ready to hearken to my 
talc I fl)rgot your dismi.ssal of me and ignored my 
danger. Although 1 knew that it was a great peril 
to return here, as discovery means manifold Hell for 
me, I was determined to warn and help you. Warily 
1 returned and here I am. My master ! I will earn 
virtue and the reward of Heaven by assisting you in 
this trial — fdh you arc to be tempted I ” 

At these la.st words Martin felt a throb. He was 
to be tempted 1 At last the danger, expected for 
years, was openly announced. Temptation had 
begun 1 The enemies were about him. Against him, 
the human chamirion of virtue and the ideal estate, 
were pitted Satan and the wisdom of the lost. He 
was faint and ill, but he nerved his heart. 

“ Did I not .see you, soon after noon to-day, flying 
as if in a panic and pursued ? ” he asked quietly. 

The Sevil looked keenly at him. “Yes, I was 
seeking you, when I thought I heard our enemy. I 
flew frantically to escape from him.” 

Martin said no more, and in deep thought went 
along. The devil accompanied him. The man, even 
in his desperate situation, and with his nerves in a 
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tremor at the bold announcement made in the midst 
of his weakness, was determined not to invite his i| 

assistance. He had no faith in this self-constituted 
guide, despite his bold stories and frequent protesta- 
tion. He was, neverthele.ss, tired of liis journey, and i 

he longed for help. Frequently he rested, always he : 

sought food, always was disappointed. The fiend | 

made no offer of help. He .seemed waiting to be 
bidden, but Martin — even in his excess of weariness 
and straits of fasting — was firm to ask no flivour, nor 
depend for assistance on any one not on the side of 
God. 

A misty rain began to fall, increasing the miseries 
of the man. It stopped after a very few minutes, 
but gave the devil an opportunity which was not 
neglected. 

" I mu.st help you,” he said, “ although you dislike .1 

being assisted by me : your misery is greater than I : 

can endure to witne.s.s.” : 

“Leave me!” .sighed Martin: “let me fight my 
battle my own way.” 

“You will .starve if you do! No; I am your ( 

servant, and I will assi.st you.” * 

“I cannot be dependent upon you, until you are * 

redeemed and God has received you.” I 

The devil laughed bitterly : his laugh was not that I 

of a hopeful angel. “Then you must starve and * 

wander — lost — for many a long day, for the fruit.s of | 

my penitence will be no .sudden growth. I have j 

before me at least years of .silent probation. This 
weight of sorrow is the accumulation of reons ; it 1 

cannot be put off except by the efrort.s of an aeon of | 

sacrifice. But here is a bargain, and I make it to | 
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salve your proud heart I can help you without your 
betns^ under any obligation to me. We shall be as 
master and serv:uit should be — under mutual obliga- 
tions to each otlier, and the shame, if there be shame 
in the coinijact, is on the servant, me, not on the 
master, you. Listen carefully, and decide quickly, 
so that you may be restored to Lucy, and I, by this 
.service to you, may be nearer my ideal.” 

" I am listening.” 

“ On condition that you do not tell any of God’s 
angels that 1 am on thi.s earth and in .service under 
you, I will immediately fly away, find you strength- 
giving food, and .so as.sist and guide you that to-night 
you will be among your loved onc.s.” 

“ I’cannot grant the condition,” said Martin quietly. 

“ I knew that would be your answer if you spoke 
at oitce. Do not sircak at once ; weigh the bargain ; 
Consider wdh" 

Martin sat by the side of the river and watched 
the {)a.s.sagc of the water. I'herc were no fi.sh evident 
therein ; like all else in that luxuriant wilderness it 
seemed barren (jf animal life. While his eyes were 
gazing at the eddying flow, his mind was considering 
the devil's alternative, llis body was weak for the 
want of food, his heart was sore through yearning for 
hi.H lovc.s ; but duty was stronger than all considera- 
tions. He had no right to make any condition to 
keep trulh from God’.s angels. 

He rose and said with decision, “ No.” 

The devil's face was immediately alight with anger. 
His eyes gleamed. He partially opened his wings in 
the paroxysm of wrath. He did not disguise his 
feeling. There were no more pitiful smiles. 
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Obstinate fool ! Help yourself! and may Hell 
soon receive you.” With one passionate motion of 
the right arm, as if he were hurling an invisible dart 
at Martin, he strode away, and then, hastening, flew. 
His mouth was working constantly, as if he were 
mumbling imprecations. Thus in a frenzy of anger 
that fiend went, and Martin, so far as he was aware, 
saw him no more. 

The wandering man seemed no better off, though, 
through that departure. He was indeed sorely beset; 
He knew not which way to go, and unless food 
were found soon it WT.>uld be impossible for him 
to move. His splendid store of strength was after all 
but limited. He had, however, no alternative but to 
continue his course by the side of tlie river, atid hope. 
An invisible fiend, one of the lesser spirits, with a 
subtle whisper, put into his brain a regret that he had 
lost the potential aid of his recently-departed enemy ; 
but Martin put the devil-suggestion aside. He would 
rather die to wait for reunion with Lucy in Heaven, for 
that was what death then meant to him, than diverge 
the least from the ideal which was clearly set before 
him. In this manner, by faithful adherence to a 
simple principle, and cheerfulness, Martin resisted the 
insidious poi.son which the minor devils endeavoured 
to sow. 

His condition at length grew more than serious. 
Again and again he stumbled through weariness and 
fell, but always with a steadfast heart he struggled to 
his feet and went his way. It was grievous work, and 
every pace marked an effort of suffering. He 
strengthened himself with recollections of the saints 
and the visions of them which he had dreamed in the 
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old dead days. He regained strength when he 
recalled hi.s early ideals — how he had been willing to 
endure the jjains if lie could enjoy the opportunity of 
the tnartyr.s. Was not that early aspiration now being 
in some measure fulfilled? Was not this fight with 
pain and <lead]y weariness a miniature martyrdom, so 
that in some <iegrec he might humbly feel a wearer 
of the livery of saiutship? It was a brave thought, 
thought modestly ; but it gladdened and helped 
Martin wonderfully. Gnce more — but in how 
different circumstances from that hour in the monas- 
tery garden ! — he saw the old saint-army pa.ss in 
proud procession. Again he heard the mystical 
music of llu'ir Iriumjih chant 1 I H.s heart was high 
with beautiful pride, because in his lone world he 
.shared with those holy .sufferers of another sphere the 
distress and the glory of pain cmlured for the .sake of 
an ideal. Hi.s brain was bright with picture.s, his ears 
rang with the .saints’ chorus 1 

Hu.sh! di<l he hear the imagined chorus of the 
phantom .saints? Music was ringing through the 
wood. lie li.stcned xvith rapture to the sound of 
beautiful voices, Angels! Angels! He turned from 
the river, and with fresh energy ran through the wood 
toward.s the .sound. The voices became gradually 
hushed, and although with beating heart and strain- 
ing eyes he sought for the angel-forms, he could not 
for some while .sec them, and the spirited music 
was gently dying away. Then he saw one angel 
walking towards him. His joy at the sight was so 
great that he almost swooned with happiness. The 
load of a deep sorrow seemed lifted from his heart. 
His delight increased till it almost seemed a pain, as 
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the magnificent spirit, his figure robed in light, his 
eyes smiling welcome, came towards him. 

“ Poor weary one,'* said the angel, “ come with me.” 

Martin gladly followed, through an avenue thick 
with flowers. Bright-blossomed creepers clung to and 
hung from the fresh-leaved branches above him. The 
picture of his immediate surroundings reminded him 
of the first walk with Broon in Heaven. 

“ You are w^orn and hungry,” said the bright one 
sympathetically. 

Martin's heart was so full — the relief was so com- 
plete — that he could not speak. His lips moved with 
words of gratitude, but the words were not vocal 
He was conscious of a sweet savour, of the smell of 
delicate food, not the simple fare of his simple* life, 
but such viands as stood on the monastery table in 
the luxurious days of ecclesiastical festival. The 
angels were giving him that dainty fare* because he 
had triumphed after temptation! Tears of gratitude 
and happiness and hope coursed down his cheeks at 
this prospective end of his days of labour and fasting. 
The sweet and welcome savour grew momentarily 
stronger ! The banquet was at hand. 

The angel led him out of the flower-filled avenue 
into an open place. On the ground a cloth of damask 
was laid and the festive incense — the smoke of 
excellent food — went up. Rich meats, fruits and 
wines in orderly array decked the board. * Martin 
smiled as he gazed on the promising festival. About 
the open place, resting on the bank and poised among 
the trees were angels, some with harps and some 
holding palms in their hands. As Martin was led 
by his guide to the feast they broke into choric 
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melody, and from their harps drew silvery strains, 
while tlu’y strewed the cloth with Howers and waved 
their [jahns. 'I'he joy and the music filled the tired 
hungry man with an ecstasy of delight. Despite liis 
hunger he forgot the hancjnet in the rapture of the 
.sounds and scene. 

The angi -1 who had guided Martin rai.sed his hand.s, 
instantly there was silence. Martin was standing by 
the table when he heanl his conductor say : 

“Mortal, after your flays of heroic suffering and 
brave endurance of the pain and faintness of fa.sting, 
wc give you food. So eat : but stay ! This rich 
baiujnct is j’oiirs, on (amdition that you thank neither 
us nor any one for it." 

^fartin looked at the speaker and then at the 
clustered crowd amazed. He could not at first grasp 
the significaiue of the condition. 

Not ■ thank “God ? ” he slowly a.skcd. 

“Neither G<k 1 nor any of us!" The words were 
cruelly fli.stinct There was no mi.staking their 
meaning. They struck Martin as if they were 
eilgcd like a knife. 'I'he .scene swayed before him. 
He felt tlizzy. Angels and trees were blended in 
a whirl of varieil brightnc.ss. “Not thank God?” 
Again and again the impossible question asked itself 
to his brain. Were thc.se angels? Could he partake 
of that feast and not thank the Giver of all good 
things? He recovered self-control with an effort, 
and once more asked him.scif the question and 
realised the alternative. He was faint from hunger. 
He might enjoy that necessary and appetising food 
on condition that he deliberately broke his rule of 
thanking Heaven before every meal he ate. 
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“ I must thank God ! ” 

A hiss seemed to spring from the crowd of angels. 
He looked quickly at them, but they were all bright- 
ness and -smiles. They were angels, he told himself, 
and this was an angelic test of his endurance ! He 
laughed, and the leader of the assemblage — his 
conductor — laughed too, laughed kindly. Martin 
reali.sed the situation. It was a now temptation, 
not to cause him to sin, but to prove his faith and 
principles. 

“ God,” he said at once, “ I thank tliee — thank thee 
for this very welcome food ! ” 

The words were spoken. Again the hiss ran out. 
Martin was aware of a fading of the brightness. The 
angels and the baiujuet were going— they were gone! 
He was again alone! 'Fhe food so nearly enjoyed 
was taken from him! He had overcome a great 
temptation. He had triumphed there, btit his heart 
was faint, his head was dizzy : he knew the bitterness 
of bitterest disappointment. The angels were devil.s, 
and he was in grievous want! He .sat down, his 
.senses numbed, h'or a time he c:ouId <lo nothing 
but remain supine. Yet— -here was his heroism ! — 
he did not lose hope nor faith even at that dreadful 
moment. Those angels were devils, but there were 
true angels in the world, and there was preparetl for 
him a banquet richer and better than any material 
one invented by devil or by man— the eternal 
bancjuct of the Heavenly existence. In the depth 
of his physical woe he was brave and true. 


(’II AFTER XIX 

THK COURT OF FIENDS 

T T was no despondency which Martin was knowing, 
but sudden severe revulsion, and as is the case 
with nearly every such feeling in a hopeful spirited 
heart, nhcre was prnmjit recovery. Martin struggled 
up from the ground, and hastened to depart from that 
place of deceit. lie felt very weak — all the weaker 
becau.se the fiood which restores strength to the body 
and the heart was so near, and then .so strangely lost. 
He took no credit for the triumph he had gained, he 
thrust all thoughts and remembrances of the incident 
away. He only knew he must .struggle on, until he 
could struggle no more. 

Very .socm he reached the river again, and there 
beheld on all sides of him trcc.s richly laden with 
fruit Had he .suddenly come to a land of plenty, 
or had his eyes been deceived during the recent 
wandering, or wa.s he dreaming now? No, this 
was true fruit. He plucked, but before his lips 
touched the lusciou.s food, he knelt, and with very 
deep gratitude, thanked God for it. Then, seated 
by the river bank, he rested and ate. At last that 

trial of fasting and weakness was overl After the 
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meal he felt a new man. It wa.*; again a roseate 
worldj gladdened with hope. Now for home! his 
heart cried. H(.)mcward-ho 1 

Refreshed, he wallced on, allliough night was 
nearly come, kcei)ing carefully to the river-side. 
He made ra|)id untnoiesled progress, aiul except 
for a very few pauses for rest and food, did not 
halt. When day came he liad journejaxl many 
leagues, but was still in unktunvn ct.nmlry. Soon 
after dawn the river broadened into a great lake 

fringed with wild foUagr* and gorgeous dowers 

nature beautiful ; but still tlic birds were wanting, 
and he niisscxl the joy of tiieir voices. Tlie silence 
made him feel terribly alone. Me slcj)! during the 
hottest h<mrs of the day, l>ut with cagvu*ness coirtimicd 
his march as soon as lu* was rt^sltxl. I le was in pain 
— actually fiis heart aciunl, so acute was its yearning 
—for want of the s(H:iety of his loved^oncs. To be 
in tl\is way divcuxtal from tluun was almost intoler- 
able. AU his accustonunl patiena^ and tlie hcrcn'sm 
of liis character were recpiinHi to keep him from 
breaking down and giving wa}\ at l(*ast to temporary 
relapse. He was more Ioiu*!y than ever he had 
been. Ivvcn when, before Lucy came, he had lived 
upon the world, he had not been bo much alone as 
now, for then the; angels visitecl lum. Now he had 
no company, except tlevils, an<l there was no creature 
—animal, bird, or insect- -if) break the dlencc or 
interrupt the solitude of iliat weary march. M«artin 
yearned with lltc pain of passitin for the society of 
his fellows, and spoke aloud to Inmself, that he might 
hear the sound of luiman voice, 'rhe accents of his 
own s|>ecch in that world of wildness but increased 
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the sense of his solitude. His voice .seemed strangely 
thin amid that great silence. 

Ik: reached the farther end of the lake by sunset, 
aiKl was relieved to find that the river, into which 
again it had narrowed, continued its course seaward, 
an<i did not flow, as he hatl begun to fear it might 
have done, out of hill-country into the lake. The 
lake was an ex[)ansion of the rivei-, not an inland 
sea, and into it a cycle of rivers drained. Until it 
was <lark he continued his journey along the valley, 
and marched with but little rest throughout the 
night 

(Iradually agfaiu he came to know that unseen 
pre.sences were about him. It was the same feeling 
that liaras.sed him when previously the circle of 
grotcsrim: shapes had danced round him. Despite 
his watchfulnc.ss, he could sec nothing. Fie was 
haunted by** intaiigibilities which oppressed him. 
He began to watch for daylight, feeling that he 
would then be unaccouiitably safer. Meanwhile, 
to evade the dangers of starvation resulting from 
a possible area t)f food less trees, or the illusion 
cau.sed by demoniac trickery, he plucked fruit and 
kept a store of it in the pouch at his waist 

IJaylight glimmered at last, and his heart rejoiced. 
It rejoiced still further when at the horizon he saw, 
lighted by the rising sun, a range of blue mountains. 
Until then he had been unaware that there were 
mountains on hi.s world. He determined to reach 
tho.se heights. It wa.s an objective to march towards ; 
from thence he might see the sea. 

The oppressive personalities were, however, still 
about him, and the growth of the day did not dispel 
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them ; their unpleasant potency seemed tlie rather to 
increase as time went on. His way, too, seemed to 

get more difficult Many times he sttmihlcd that 

may have been through fatigue ; but twice he stepjKxl 
into the river and dragged himself out drenched, and 
on tho.se occasions he had not tumbled in tlirough 
weariness or carelessness, but because had been 
deceived by means occult. The prankish fiends were 
at their games again, preparing for a new store of 
trials by this .scries of fantastic and illusive acts, 
Martin sat for a time perplexed, but io stay still was 
foolisli. At any cost he must continue, at least until 
those blue mountains wen! under his fee.t. 

His road did not grow easii*r. A Ihirtl lime, having 
put his foot on what h<.! thought was solid earth, he 
found himself j.)hmged in the river, I'his time he did 
not drag himself out at once, hut swam along, and willt 
the flow of the stream made g<KMl pfogress. Tlie 
growing wciglit of his garments and the satchel r>f 
fruit, however, impedtxl and fatigued him, and once 
more he clambered to carlli, keeping nearer the wood 
and farther from the riverd-nsL Tlum he found him- 
self continually walking against trees and lasing 
himself suddenly in the midst of uiuxxfjccled thorny 
tliickets. Trees di.sa{)peared, and api'Hxarecl in new 
places ; clumps of lunkl flowers suddenly changed 
tlicir colour ; grasses lengthened to great heights and 
then dwindled again. Mcancntarily he grew more 
|)cri)lcxcd as the fantastic persecution went on. The 
uiinaturat derangement of things annoyed him. I fc 
sighed resignedly, but ever with cautiouHriess plocklcd 
along. Then a veil seemed to drop before him ; he 
found himjcif walking into a mist. Progress was now 
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so dinicult that he had to grope along on hands 
and kiu'os; hut blind crawling was so wearisome that 
he lay still after a time, and rested, waiting for the 
cloud to go. Th(> evil [)resenccs were still about him, 
and deep dej)res.sion grew on him. Me .seemed bowed 
down beneath an awful impending dread, but with an 
effort was able to suppre.ss his tendency to express 
his mind-misery in a groan ; he Wf)u!d not flatter his 
oj)pr(;ssor.s in any way. The tension grew .so great 
that it Irecame well-nigh intolerable. Mis deep and 
hurried breathing testified to the woe his body and 
mind were sufTering. 

Was that a voice, or the breathing of wind .seem- 
ingly articulate, or was it his deprc.ssion speaking in 
his*hrain? lie crejucluxl, listening. “They have 
sinned ! the)' have sinned 1 ’’ <listinctly he heard a soft 
voice .say in accents of triumph. Who had sinned? 
Marlin, wiih numlrcd heart, mutely asked himself. 
“The children! the children!” At this an.swer 
Martin groaned an<l fell quite prone. The children! 
In hi.s absence they hail been tempted and had failed. 
Bitterly he blamed him.self for being led away by the 
demon of misery, aitd having left them to endure 
devilish allurcmcnt.s and deceit ! Was the ideal which 
his work! wa.s bearing so .soon to be de.stroycd ? A 
few short years only had clap.scd since he set foot on 
that new eartii, determined to maintain, as far as he 
could, •an unselfi.sh and .sin]cs.s estate; and now — 
already — the devils had triumphed ; and the pure 
little ones, his immciiiatc followers, would go through 
life bearing the bitter burden of knowing that they 
were the originators of their world’s sin 1 The thought 
of his children victims to the cunning of the evil- 
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makers touched his heart, in liis lieav)' dei>re.ssion 
he wept. 

Soon, however, he recovered! himself, and 
against the load of morbidness that was breakirn:^ him. 
Was he to doubt the goodness of his babes because 
of a voice, an<l that, tor>, aftt;r ht! had been for days 
and nights haunted by subtle liars? He (juickly 
weighed the position, and decided that the i<!ca of 
disaster was preposterous, llic mysicrunis sugges- 
tion that they had sinned was not to be trusted. I fc 
rose to resume his way, the fear that the idisal of lu's 
world was broken was brushcal aside. He wcaild not 
believe it, at least till tlu‘ angels told him, ami then— 
it was not for him to dt‘spair, Ind to light for the 
ideals that remained. The mist still Inmg thickly 
around him ; to maktt his way was impossible, 
Quickly he decided. He knelt atui asked aloud for 
the help God, His prayer was answered by a 
chorus of .sharp and discordant voices, shrieking 
foolish Iilasphemies and mocking In's weakness, hut 
gradually the mist thinmal, am! ere long it was gone. 
God's own .sunshine pour<‘d into the valk^y, and with 
the mist the mischievinrs ini!uencc:s and the rdtendaiit 
(ieprcssicui went also. 

He walked on relicveti, aiui presently came in a 
very beautiful iiolhav. llu: river gurgled through 
thick wavy grasses ; bright flowers wantonca! every- 
where, nodding an<! .swaying as the wind tireathed 
on them ; the surrounding sloj>cs were ct^vered with 
trees* 

The brightest objects in this brilliant view w^cre, 
however, not immediately seen by him, A group 
of beautiful spirits— not angels, alas! but very 
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beautiful — lay and sat in that enchanted hollow. 
Martin saw them before they seemingly saw him. 
He stopped and watched them warily. It was a 
happy gathering: the devils — for such, alas! not 
being angels, they were (there are no angels not of 
God or Satan, despite legends to the contrary) — 
talked and laughed, sang and played in perfect 
holiday mood. Martin, gazing on their happy- 
heartedness, felt an intruder, but after his days of 
loneliness and various misery, that picture of 
comradeship was wonderfully comforting. He did 
not, though, forget that they were enemies, and 
knew from experience that it was not necessary for 
a fi^nd to wear the lineaments of Kezrel to be 
dangerous. The sweetest of devils is really the most 
dangerous. Martin decided to go before it was 
too late. ^He was creeping away preparatory to 
crossing the river and escaping into the woodland 
beyond, when his name was called, “ Martin ! 
Martin 1 ” 

More hastily he hurried off, but very soon heard 
the waving of wings, and a devil — ^bright and 
magnificent, shining with all the angelic splendours 
except that of goodness — sprang on to the path in 
front of him, barring his progress, covering the passage 
with his outspread wings. 

Return with me. We are your friends. We 
have no desire to harm you.” 

Let me pass 1 ” cried Martin. “ Do not Mnder 
me.” There was more appeal than command in his 
voice. He was yearning for heme ^ strongly, and 
felt that the devils were dangerous otetades in the 
way he wished to take. 
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Come with me ! said the other firmly, and 
Martin, fcelitifif drawn by a s|)e]!, involuntarily 
followed the devil fiack to the l^^roup. He 

noticed that the place wherein they sat or lay was 
the centre of a circle of dead dowers and i^rass. He 
wondered that they had not endeavoured to liide the 
damning fact ; possibly, though, l>eing so used to 
decay and death, they w(‘re not conschnis of its 
incongruous [)rcscncc there. They were in any case 
a very gay and cheerful concourse, some! twciity in 
number, and now and then otie or other more spirit 
joined them, until th(U'<! were nearly forty - all smiling, 
all laughing, all pleasing, all Ijcautiful, all devils. 
Martin watched and waited. 

One of the spirits then sai<l to him in a casual way, 
as if the fact encloseci in the statement were of little 
moment to him or them : 

^^Thc angels have abandoned this world! Your 
ideal is broken ! The perfect life here is de.stn*ycd! 
Tlte angels have abandoned you !’* 

Martin answered : '' That is not true ! '' 

The group of devils lauglicd at his assertion. 
Their mirtfi was that of generous victors, easily 
regarding an unimpt>rtant enemy. They impressed 
him as being anxious to slunv that they were friends, 
not enemies. There was nothing cjf Kczrel about 
any of them, ncjr any evidence of remorse or ugly 
pain ; but Martin did not trust them, and had too 
mudi fiiith in t!tc angds to btdieve that they would 
finally abandon even the must vicious of worthless 
worlds* He made no answer to the laughter, but 
stood calmly waiting* 

The fiends ranged themselves in a wide three- 
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( juartcr ring round him, (;;ich one sitting in a wide 
circle of dc.nd flowers and herbage. 

“ Sit ! " said one of tlic devils. Martin obeyed. 
Lovely flowers and living gra.s.scs clasped him to the 
knees, 'flur m il beings saw the contrast between his 
surroinKiings and their.s. One of them walked to 
Martin and trod in a circle round him. The flowers 
an<l grass faded beneath the footsteps, and Martin, 
too, sat on a mound in the midst of barene.ss. His 
lip curled in contempt for the petty deed of de.struc- 
tion, ami one or two of the ficnd.s noticing it, glared 
for the moment angrily at him, but immediately 
afterwards they were all kindly smiling — a court of 
majesty ami apparently of mercy. 

The ringleader of the .spirit.s, he who had com- 
manticr! Martin to speak, but was no more majestic 
than any of the others in appearance, motioned to 
Marlin to,galher his attention. Then he .said: 

“ When my errmrade told you that the angels had 
abandonal this world you .said it was a lie. It was 
no lie. To imprc.ss upon you that it was the truth, 
I will rise and challenge any one of the warriors of 
Heaven to disprove the statement by appearing.” 

A ripple of soft applau.se followed these words. 

The devil rose — very .stately was he — and, spreading 
his wings, turned .slowly round, so that successively he 
faced every direction, while he cried with a loud voice ; 

“ Angels of God, if there be one or many of you on 
this worltl or within a thousand leagues of it, I charge 
you — I challenge you — appear ! ” 

There was no response. Martin’s heart throbbed 
audibly in the agonised silence. He gazed round 
eagerly, and expectantly, for an angel to come and 
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answer the ficncrs boldness. Again the devil spoke, 
Ills accents echoed and re-echoed tlirough the trees. 

“Angels of Heaven, if any of }*ou be on this earth 
or within a million leagues cif it, I charge you--- 
challenge you— to appear, to prove to this mortal that 
you liave not abandoned liiin and his to tlie power of 
Hell ! ” 

Silence again. Had the angels indeed abaiuloned 
him ? Martin thought, and then brusiicd the thouglit 
aside. 

‘^Angels of Heaven! If ye have ikjI abandoned 
and left to the mercy of Satan this vv^n'Id and its men, 
appear at once and dare to say'’ I He ! 

The devil having spoken, stood waiting. He folded 
his wings. There was perfect silence. No urge! 
appcarccl to answer the challenge. TIic ficudH smiled. 

“You lie!” It was Martin wlio spt)ke. He could 
not resist the inclination rising in his licart to auswx'r 
the insolent enemy. Despite the non«a|jpcarauce of 
the angels he did not for an instant believe that tlu:y 
had left the world. Not to answer a d<n‘irs citallengc 
was no evidence of <lcspair among tlie angels, hut 
him to be silent after such a challenge would have 
been wrong. 

The circle of fiend.s was aflame at the bold answer 
of the solitary man. Several of tlicm, with anger Iml 
in their countenances, rose in threat, but a command- 
ing gesture from the ringleader ([uicted theim 
re.samed their seats, and all .stared with burning eyes 
at Martin, as if to torture him with a unison of 
searing glances. He felt the oppres.sion u{ their 
bitter gaze, but strengthened himself with thoughts 
of prayer. 
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“It is for>iish (>f you to .speak so boldly,” quietly 
tin- fiend etjotinued. “ The angels have not cho.sen 
to answer iny <lirect ehalleiige, and .so, by ignoring its 
terjus. liave proved that the only spirits on this your 
world are the va.s.sals of Hell. Do you think if Heaven 
were really omnipotent, that its warriors would have 
failed to appear when I cried, as you heard I did, to 
them ? ” 

“Yes." Martin interrupted, and then he said with 
deliberation, as he measured and weighed his words : 
“I'he omnipotence of Heaven is not disproved 
because the aufjels ignored you. lJccau.se an army 
does not ajipear to pimi.sh a pigmy, it does not follow 
that the army is afraid of the pigmy!” 

" V^ju are too boUi 1 ” .said the devil angrily, and 
then was silent ; but another fiend took up the 
bur<ten of .s])eeeh. 

"Mortal, beware of conceit! In your narrowness 
and vanity you presume to think that we, the angels 
of Hell, arc inferior, not only to our brethren who did 
not rebel, but to man," The voice of the speaker was 
quiet and touched with ,sadnc.ss. “You forget that 
wc are sjririts immortal and eternal, while man 
breathes but for a few years and then is dust — dis- 
agreeable rlu.st. The least of the fiends cannot decay, 
nor can ever die. /Ron.s upon a:on.s hence he will be 
actively cxi, stent, and scons upon scons after that will 
be, as ev5r, gksrious with perfect power and unfailing 
strength. VVhcrc will man be then ? Not even the 
world on which his bones were buried will be existent, 
its atom.s will be dispersed through space and .con- 
sumed in the furnaces of the wonderful suns ; not a 
particle of the bones of his body on which he hung 
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his finery will remain, for man is mortal. 1 1 is body 
does decay after a very ftnv ycMrs, and he must die. 
You are a man. We, whom you if.^norant!}’' dcs|>ise, 
arc immortals, capabk^ enterinj^^ everywluu'c hut 
Heaven, capable of influenctni; everylhin^j exce|)t 
God and His cver-obedient aiifttds. Wlicrc! can }'ou 
go— away from this earth ? What can you in* 
flucnce — even here? Mortal, curl) your arrogance 
and vanity : remember, you are only a man.'’ 

The devil paused, l>ut gazed witli sad, wise eyes at 
Martin, who listened not without humility. Very 
silent and still was that circle of beautiful s|jirits. 
Not a sound breathed in that s|)acious world, not a 
leaf rustled ; the song of the: river was muffled into 
absolute silence : it was an hour of morbif! peact% 
During your sojourn on this eartlu )‘«ni have l)Cen 
very vain. Our angels watcluxl }h>u long ere }'ou 
thought they <lid, and hav<* n<g disturlied tu* molested 
you. I'or some years ycl you will remain in the spell of 
this narrow vanity, and then you may gatlmr wisdom. 
Circumstances will lx* different. At |>resent you can 
strut and laugh in your little limits, and having only 
a very narrow horizon, can plume yoursedf on l.)cing 
the king of the place ; Imt Ijeyond those' limits are 
areas which you will never sec, where the creatures 
there abiding would scoff at yt?ur uleas of sovereignty. 
Now you are in the lush of life, strong and healthy, 
able to gather anti enjoy the fruit supplied by Nature, 
which we—as well as the angels —betstow; they have not 
the mono|K>ly of practical beneficence I but twenty— 
thirty— forty years hence — ^whsit then ?— -when old age 
has crept on you m\d your teeth have fallen out, your 
eyes arc blind, your cars deaf, your limbs quaking 
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with t!u; {)alsy of years ! — what then ? Do not think 
bccansc ynn arc iKnv lustj’ anrl proiul, and physically 
pcrfecl, that then you will be! No, you are mortal, 
an<l the active years which mortals enjoy are at the 
best very few ; the end of a purblind, semi-deaf, 
mumblinj^ old man on this earth will be so dismal 
that IU:11 will be a grateful relief to you !” 

“Why are you sayiiifr this?" asked the mortal 
whose end was thus predicted 

“ To curb your vanity.” 

“ Believe me, I am not forgetful of my mortality!” 

“ I know you better than you know yourself, but 
you will know your.sclf — .some day!” 

“ I^<!o not think you know me.” 

“ There; your vanity speaks. Wc do know you. 
The mind of a mortal is easily read by an immortal. 
Brains of fle.sh moidd imperfect reason, otherwise you 
ami your brother-men on the worlds would be less 
conceited. We do know you, and can see what your 
end will he, when the novelty of this idyllic existence 
ha.s worn off, and you are plagued with the inevitable 
troubles of botiily decay ! " 

“ But why do you wish to curb my vanity ? I 
hardly thought that was your work ! ” 

“It is my work. The angels who are not of 
1 leaven know the need of dispelling the vanity which 
clouds tjje minds of men. The shabbiest of human 
sinner-s thi«k.s himself .superior to the devil. We 
disfx:! that illusion. That Is one reason why we con- 
descend to affect the fates of the worlds.” 

Martin .said nothing further then. Argument was 
of no avail. He realised well that he was only a 
mortal, and it was no use urging protestations on 
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this chiding spirit, whose motives were not plainly 
apparent. Martin felt that llu're was some itulirect 
attack on liim in this, and, williont hosing cjairidttncc, 
was wary. During the e<mv<*rsation t!u,^ devils in the 
ring sat composedly, mujcsticall)*, llterc. There was 
no <!increncc in their asp(!ct ; \v<*re, as at the 

beginning, bright utul .ij^cnth^ an<i swcal. Tin* only 
difference at all which tlu! watclifu! man realised was 
tltat tlic circle of deadness around isiclHiiu: liad sjircad 
and was spreading as they continued to sit there. 

Martin wa.s certainly not less Immble Inwausc of 
the stratJge homily a<idre;ssed to hitn, !)nt he was r^ot 
one whit d(»press<'d, and was alert catch, if he could, 
the motive behind the .spirits words. ^ 

The devil crmtiiiued his homily. 

You have lH:en tlu_* playlhitig of the angtds, au«{ 
they arc now tired tdyou, Yoti have ha<t dreams of 
Heaven and visions of a new worhl ; lm\ all 
your gain has Inxm — ilreams ami visions, b'ooi ! Wc 
will .show y<ni later how you have been victimised ; 
but, first of all. listen to a little <if tlie truth* What is 
man composed Dust. Whvn man dies what 

becomes of his body ? -■ it decays to dust. And the 
years which intitrvciic Ixiween his birth and death— 
that little realm of noise pumrlualing the twoeiernitias 
of silence— what is that hut tin.: rcvclalion f if dust by 
a little flickering .sunshiite ? l*hr«;iUgii all tli^se eter- 
nities tlic spirit.s live, but man b- -ctcriially— dust/' 

** Man is not only dust.*’ 

** Vanity not ktiowlcdgc there: proteHts, Htiw dare 
a mortal sjxjak of these high things f I Ic is fettered 
by circumstances to the ciirih ; he Ciinnot sec beyond 
a visual distance ; he cannot gel away frain the world 
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when; he is borti, strive he ever so ; rind yet he 
presumes to do5.;ni;ifise on Meriven and Hell, and 
ventures to construct a little theology by his own 
unaided self in the blind hope of gathering comfort 
for his vanity, and escaping from the inevitable. He 
tell.s himself that after death he will be a.s the spirits, 
though his brother inortrds, the bird.s and animals, are 
not to be adinitteil to the spiritual paradise, and 
thinks by saying and re|teating this fable that it is 
true, and that he has become an immortal 1 ” 

Martin was stimulated to speak. He spoke with 
angry warmth. 

“ Now arc speaking with ignorance I If you 
had been brought into relation with goodness as in 
recent»years 1 have been ” 

" How?" 

“ Witli the angels." 

Tlu; circle tgtf devils laughed. 

" Where arc the angels ? " asked the critical fiend 
with a .sneer. 

“ I have faith in tlic angels, and I say that if you 
had seen as much of them, spoken with them, watched 
their {tract ical gotxlneHs, as I have done, you would 
not have thought that man was merely dust. He is 
not eternally <lu.st, and if he were, you and your 
comrades would not have afflicted me as you have 
done during these recent daysl” 

A murmur of mock applause came from a few of 
the spirits. Martin angrily glanced at them. He 
noticeri, with a start, that their beauty was not so 
heaven-like as it had been. There was a lurid tinge 
about them all, it was as if their real selves were un- 
consciously penetrating the angelic disguise. 
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We afflict you!’' cried tiu': ,i^rim spirit scornfully. 

You afflict us! Merc is a world rolling’; round a 
solitary sun. We see it unoccupied except by a 
j>ufred»“Up man and his stpialid faniil}’. Wht conic 
daiminfj it as an island of the empire of Moll : but 
you are here, and the cdernal spirits canmjt tolerate 
the perpetual presence near tlun'r hahitation of a race 
of mortals. You offend us. We liisiike yon. You 
arc always in cnir way ! ” 

This world does md iK’Iofip to Hid!. It belongs 
to God. All the worlds are (hHrs,and were mailc by 
Him. His laws [u)V('rn al! of them, wbih' you and 
your brethren (hi mtl ensile; ytni only ilcstn^y, or 
enileaviiur futikdy to (k-stirn-/* 

'The itcvil, ov('rcomt* hy anger atid offonrlef F pride, 
hissed in answ<a‘, hut iiedantly was calm again, llioiigh 
Ik* had no smiles. Marlin saw la* was an angry 
enemy, and was disposis! resi‘4 liiin dti i*V(’ry way. 
The bends again fastrmal on tlie lone man 

tlieir steady amt tyrannous g«a/i\ 

Yon may boast now. 1‘hi* vain f(*ot in the itmdest 
iti boasting, but you will remrmhrr iny words after 
.some years, when the cold and damp «»f this earth 
have entered into your hones, anti the naUtral weaken- 
ing tif ytmr blrHid will eatise the sun to seenn less 
warm. Tlnm ytni will think of iny words, and may 
ytni rememlHtr them when you are tauliiig jmir 
misery with the suicidc'X death!** Then'* was the 
hissing passion ttf awful hate in these last words. 

Martin .sliivered, At last llie deviTs t'rutdly had 
frightened him. He could nt*l remain calm iirulcr the 
ordeal of that spceehi and t!ie united searing glances 
of the others. He bowed his head* his lips were 
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c(.mprcKsc<l, and shut his eyes. But his heart 
cried, " Du n<>t despair!” and he looked up resolutely. 
There was trouble, tin ius.th, lurking in his cye.s,and he 
.shuddered again. With an effort of will, he braced 
his nerves and looked at the tormentor. 

'* As and when God wills 1 shall die, not as I will : 
and when I do <lie, be sure of thi.s, the angels will be 
witii me and not you!” Itis voice was calm and 
clear. It rang out defiantly, and he felt glad when 
he had spoken. 

.•\nolher devil took uf) the burden of speech. 
Marlin looked at him and then turned once more 
after an effort to glance defiance at the cruel tormentor, 
llis place— “the circle of blackened earth and dead 
vcgtflation was empty; he had vani.shcd. All the 
others of the concourse were there, now obvious 
devils. Though .still iKiautiful and .splendid, the lurid 
livery of 1 Id! shone about them all. As the period of 
examination went on, their real appearance had 
slowdy, grailually, grown more definite. Their beauty 
had bec<ime devilish. ICvery cruel word spoken had 
its effect on tliemselve.s. 'fheir smiles were now bane- 
ful. Their brightness was dull and tarni.shed. They 
were evident memlxTs of the league of mischief and 
not ashamed — perhaps not conscious — of their self- 
expo.surc. 'I'he dusk of evening was growing. 

“ There is truth in the words of my comrade,” said 
tlm ne\ff speaker, a.s.suming cheerfulness, “ but he is 
unduly mournful." A hum of acquiescence ran round 
the ring, and the burning fixity of the united gaze was 
broken. Martin was glad of this at once, and un- 
justifiably felt confidence in the new devil " It is 
true that you who are mortal will never be immortal. 
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It IS true that you have been the playlhini* of the 
angels, and that the Heaven which you havt* set‘n has 
been a phanttun. But dn n^t In' disr<»nsolatc*. I’o 
be dust: is better than to he in I ieil. Slirink nf>l from 
the [p"ive: it l)rin^ts [H-ace. Mortals, however, always 
sluiddcr at the thoui^hi of the -.epulchre, tinless tlieir 
minds are occupied with Holder ends, Anitiilion is 
inan\s resource. To do svanethiuju and to 1k‘ sonu: ^jHc 
higher than the herd before death mines, and, dc'spite 
the terror, is the gran<l tdijet t. It is a race: the prize, 
applause and an honouref! foini>; for if the tomb is 
the end of it all, bdler a goltlen one than tfie grave 
of a nonentity. There i*; ymir hope. Live, Martin, 
so that posterity shall mention yon a . the hmndertif 
this earthly kintplom, the maker of tlic greatest glory 
of this world.'' 

But (lod is the Maker ! “ 

am not talking, of this mass of at^nns tdirnlly 
whirling round its orbit, whicli, yoti say, Ciod made : 
but of the reasonable world, the scsisuous world, wliich 
man lives and makes, d’o munhl and rule Unit work! 
is the only great object man ran liavcs An fioriotirec.! 
nicm<jry--wrcHight by originality, wr«aighl by power, 
wrought by hUnnl - is bis only immoilalily. You 
cannot s!n:d hkn»d, that must tH* the privi!r|»<* of 
posterity, but by ramning of hami ant! bniiii, and 
by force, ytni eati so mark this earth that the graiitL 
sons of ytmr grandsons may say, ^ He, Martin, the 
first of our nicig built this palace, or reared i\ut 
mountain, m cut this road, or founded that tawf* 
Thai will Im fame, and when the last mail stands on 
this earth and gazes m\ the ruins u( the palaces biiill, 
will he not remember limt the iirigiiiaUir of that lost 
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m.i5.iiiifiocncc was— you ! Make your mark now, and 
earn immortality diirinf' the length of this planet’s 
life. Thai is all the immortality you can have, but it 
is better than j-ears, millions may be, of dusty 
silenee, spent by your foolish bones in a forgotten 
grave ! " 

" .Ami man has no soul, no living future?” Martin 
askitd, tiiough he <litl not e.\i)ect a true answer. 

“ Why slnmlii he have, any more than the fishes?" 

" I know better ! 1 have communed with angels.” 

“ Angels !" cried a mocking voice, that of one of 
the listening fiends. 

” I have licen to Heaven !” 

“ Heaven ! " there was a burst of laughter — riotous 
laughter, weird laughter. 

" A vision --a (lelusion— a mischievous dream,” said 
the original chief speaker. " We will construct such 
a piiantom before we have ended. Wc will show 
yiiu a Heaven, such as you visited. A mortal in 
Heaven 1 " Again there was rippling laughter, and 
then -was it a sigh which went up from that circle 
of iloomed spirits? Martin looked up keenly, but he 
coulil not judge yea or nay. The devils were all 
smiling, l>ut still further was their likeness unlike 
their earlier angelic one, Hell’s flames were apparent 
on some of the more audacious of them, flickering 
about their presences, paining them, shaming them. 

'* SupjTosing man ha.s no soul, and absolutely no 
chance of enjoying a part of God’s spiritual kingdom, 
what is t!te use of his having lived ? ” 

"The angels-— and the devils— must have play- 
things 1 ” 

"You lie! Oh, devils! devils!” Angrily the 
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words burst forth from Martin. Why do you insult 
Heaven and plague me thus ! 

The fiends mocked his impetuosity with many 
voices. 

Martin was calm again. Their mockery quickly 
i helped him to control his wrath. “If so, why should 

I I concern myself with earthly glory?'' he added, 

■ quietly. 

“Because it is the only glory you can concern 
yourself with I ” came the cold answer. 

“ No, not the only glory 1 " Martin rose from his 
seat. Enthusiasm was in his face, his eyes flashed 
with the light of inspiration, real royal dignity was in 
his presence. “Not the only glory! If man lives 
only for those fleeting moments, they are best ♦used 
by him in giving God, the Lord of Goodness, glory. 
Ye — followers of Satan, enemies of virtue, my 
enemies, leave me! I have heard enough of your 
lies, and your evil insinuations ! I can see through 
your motives. You want to destroy my ideals here, 
to blast my world, to disappoint the angels, but 
I realise and I scorn your temptations. Mortal 
though I am, I command you, Go, the victory is 
with me ! ” — quickly he corrected himself — “ the 
victory is with God ! " 

Darkness had come. It was all dark except for 
^ that three-quarter circle of flaming presences. Very 

r> evil did those spirits look, and they were evil. * Martin, 

after his passionate speech, stood there trembling 
with the after-agitation of nervous effort He waited 
for the next development in that cruel play. The 
woodland still brooded in its eerie silence, it was still 
a period of morbid peace. 
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A voice cante calmly to him. It was the voice of 
th(^ fir.st of the spirit-speakcr.s, he who had uttered 
the hold ch.illcu 5 :;e.s to Heaven. 

“Martin, you are over-hasty! We admire your 
fidelity and your boldness! Would it were expended 
in a nobler cause I You still believe you have been 
to 1 leaven ? ’’ 

Th(? devil waited for Martin'.s acknowledgment, but 
he sconual to answer vocally. 

“You were the victim of a trick I The Heaven 
you wamitrrs^d in was a phantom caused by angels!” 

Dark though it was -too dark for mortal eyes to 
witness facial expression - the devihs plainly saw 
refvujjtl to ixdieve writ large on Martin’s countenance. 
That was all tlu> response he made. 

“You disbelieve? us! You fotd! We will make 
such a phantom. You shall see Heaven again. Oh, 
we can w'eavc visions, as many a mortal knows. 
Turn aiul look at the bush behind you.” 

MartiTi turned and looked. Not a feature of the 
woodland work! could lie .sec. All was absorbed in 
the night's worst blackness. Slowly a new light 
commeitcc<i to flicker there. It began blue and 
rjuivored into .silver. It .spread into a stretch of 
brightnes.s. Then there was a sudden change, as 
if the curtain of light were rent: a picture was 
di.sclo.scrf. 

A jiicturc wa-s di.sclosed ! A phantom was shown ! 
Hut not a phantom of Heaven. Hell was there! 
The horrid pillars of flame curved and belched up. 
Damned souls tossed in the tumult. Agony was 
triumphant! 

Martin thought he heard the shrieks of those 


THE TRIAL OF MAX 


F 


276 

tossing in the flames, but it was not their voices that 
he, shuddering, heard. They w<*rc I)Ul the uns!ib- 
stantial creatures <.)f a visi<'ni. live shrieks werc:^ of 
the baffled spirits who itarl been tnrmentiiig him. 

! ‘ Cursing, lamenting, and writhing u ith tiieir old, old 

‘ !’ fear, in a panic they fled, llu* visi<m vanislied as if 

g ' blotted out by an Omnipotcait I land. 

Martin was alone, kneeling, trembling, praying. 
The reign of morbid peace was ended. lie fell that 
L his ordeal was nearly dune. 
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CIIAPTKR XX 

LONICLINKSS AND LOVE 

l^niLlC kneeling in that valley of blasted flowers 
Martii^ became very weary, and, resting his 
hca<l on the mound on wliich he had been sitting, fell 
asleep. Dreamless and peaceful was his slumber, 
at first. H is tired body and brain enjoyed a precious 
period of absolute rest. The sustained bout with the 
enemies had exhausted him, now he knew repose. 

Mre iong*thc tempters, their desperation and hate 
gradually overcoming their panic, returned even once 
more to afflict him ; hi.s sleep became restless. 
A medley of thoughts, in-spired by the evil com- 
panions, iflickerc<l through his brain ; and although 
none of them was definite enough to wake him into 
con.sciou.sness, yet they took the restfulness out of his 
slumber. For something like an hour that persecution 
of his mind went on. Then he had an interval of 
solid 5|cep, followed by a period of dreams. The 
devils who stood and watched him as he slept in that 
corridor of dark trees and wasted turf saw the smiles 
flit over his face, and they smiled too. His dreams 
were evidently tiot unhappy, although they were 
woven by fiends. 

He dreamt that he was wandering in a valley of 
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wondrous beauty. Birds sang, waters rip[>Icci, trees 
rustled, flowers shone. Through the glade came 
tripping dainty women : every one a glory. Hair, 
eyes, faces, in delightful variety, were all-excdlent, 
forms superb. Joy glanced from their features, the 
smiles of love were wildly awake in their eyes, a 
dancing grace dwelt in their limbs. Marl>ledike were 
their arms, but marl>Ic in which jndsed iIk* Idnod of 
affection. There was nothing cokily statuesque about 
them. Statuesque they were, l)Ut love inviting too. 

As every peri a|>proached sin* tltrew fknvt^rs at 
Martin's feet, then with imptulent lips kissisi him and 
danced laughing away. His lips wirre delerminatcly 
unresponsive at first, btil as the Joyous salutation 
went on the hunger grew in !iis heart for lova: '’Ifive 
-~Iovc! Lucy was out of his <tream. llie makers 
of that vision so planned it, that reimanbrance of her 
did not occur P) him, but the sense of Iris IoiU!liness 
was very heavy up<»n liim, anti ere all the tlrisim- 
women had come to him tlu* blood was passionate 
in his veins, and with gladness he was tneeting their 
ki.sscs. They had gmu^: the last them with a 
parting glance, laughterdirightt passed beyond his 
view among the tribes. Willi <!Kciled heart he tried 
to foll<m\ hut his feel were held by trailing flowers, 
and, excifpt for an occasional silvery trill of latigliicr, 
he ha<l no furtlier evidence of ilic entrancing licings. 
They were gone: he was hungry kir love. 

That dream done, like a curlairi over his iniiid 
heavy slumber fell about him ; but although he was 
quite asleep, he knew that he wanted something. His 
need was crying; but its object was vague. 

The curtain was lifted lie was lying in the valley 
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of sbrivollcci flowijrs. As ho rested on the slope near 
where the devils had lectured him, he saw white forms 
iianein;;:. Siirldenly they were illumined, and the 
valley was bri,t;ht with light. He was in the midst 
of a rircU’ of beautiful women. Madly they danced 
round and round him, their eyes flashed with the fire 
of passion, their bodie.s and limbs shone as though 
golden sunshine wore embracing them and contained 
in them, giving warmth to the ivory whiteness. They 
wore not earthly tiancers, compelled to put feet to 
earth ; but in graceful delirious movement — now on 
the earth, mnv in the air — held their mad revelry. 

They rose an<l d<;scended, danced and circled — hand 
hol<!ing hand .singing a wild .song, until Martin was 
daA'd and da/./.lc<l by the medley of music and 
beauty. He shut hi.s eyes, dead-tired with the 
exciting scene, Instantly the soft blow of a flower 
thrown on* his li])s cau.sed him to look again. The 
drcam-wom«.!n as they danced pelted him with flowers, 
and speedily he was covered with — entombed in — 
sw<'et-smelling blo.ssoms. 

The .second tlrcatn was gone. Uneasily — the hot 
bloenl heaving in his breast, burning his throat and 
{Htlsc: and fingers— he slept. The hungry craving 
wa.s still in his heart. He knew what he wanted 
now, it was love — love! 

Tlie uneasy .slumber passed .slowly into deep sleep. 
There were no mure dreams, and shortly after dawn 
he awoke. Before he opened his eyes he tried to 
remember what he had been dreaming. He could 
not recollect the details, but he knew that unusual 
visioivs had visited him. He opened his eyes. Some- 
thing covered his face. Wondering, he sat up and 


28 o 


THE TRIM. OF MAN 


\ 

peered about It was the grey hour of tlie* morning. 
The world seemed cold. The trees siglicd as the 
wind softly shook them. Martlti saw the wide circle 
of dead grass showing where fu’s lauanies had held 
their court He found himself sitting in a bed of 
thornless flowers. His coverture was a pile of many 
blossoms. 

He stood, surprised, thouglitfuh while the flowers fell 
from the folds of his garment. dlu!y w<!rc Ireatitiful, 
too beautiful— being ([uite thornless be flowers (»f 
earth. He picked up a handful anri smelt them. Fah ! 
Too sweet ! He threw lliern (hnvn ; an<i walkec! a little 
way. Then he knelt and said the morning furajx'rs. 
There was one prayer whids he* kni*w must lie said, 
and yet he could lua remeniher it. Annoyed by his 
forgetfulness he bullied his brains. He eoitlri 
remember it! It was the prayer for Lucy and the 
babes, I)ut evil ones still played with his mind^ and 
caused Lucy attd the dnldren at tlie uutment»tobc 
forgotten. Evil ones can himler pniyrrs, but <jnly 
partially and for a little! while. 

Martin bathed, breakfasted, and rcstuiietl Ins way. 
The flowers had recalled vivid rccollectiiUis the 
visionary pantlcmonium which Iiad wanlonctl roimd 
him, but (mly a phantom of the dream was recalled ; 
only enough to remital him that iit ins bmdiness 
there was a vc»id whit:h his lunnaii heart iiravcc! 
should be fdled. 

Every moujent as it passed fbuntt this desire grow- 
ing. All file lime af Im fianishmeiil frcuu Lucy he 
had yearned ftjr her etunpaiiy, and in his loneliness 
had sorely missetl the prattle and cicniands of the 
childrcni and althaygli, owing to evil iiiiiiistrance, 
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the rcinHinbraiicc of his dear ones had temporarily 
Rone from him, the heart-hunger which exile had 
insjsired in liim was still insistent, and with the in- 
definite inspiration of the midnight dreams had 
dcve:Iop(;ci into a passion for human society, for 
human sympathy, for human love, which found ex- 
pression in a pain that burnt his breast. The sudden 
and enforced state of .solitude, throughout which even 
the bird-voices were silent and no animals were seen, 
had beett in itself a trial severe ; now his humanity 
cried out for solace. Oh, to hear a voice, to receive a 
good greeting, to hold a friend’s firm hand again ! 

/\ voice answered - a human voice, a woman’s voice 
trilling a lilting melody, a spring-song of hope and 
!t>ve. 

Martin’s heart seemed nigh breaking with sudden 
joyousness, i Ic clapped his hands and shouted. 
Immediate^' his [tent-up emotion had thus found ex- 
pression h<‘ trembled. Ilarl he frightened the singer 
by ins boisterousness? Silence — a chilling silence — 
had succecck’ii his outburst. The melodious song was 
broken off abruiitly, and not resumed. 

So long had it been .since he had seen or been 
greeter! by any but devils, that he was in a fever to 
meet this new-comer. 'I'hc idea that she might be 
Lucy, or a mastiuerading fiend, did not occur to him. 
Ills g;aving for the greetings of mankind at that 
excited moment drove out all other considerations, 
and the subtle influence of unseen devils stimulated 
hi.s desire. 

lie looked here and he looked there, by the sides 
of tlic patliway, but nobody could he .see. At last he 
obeyed the impulse to climb a tree and thence survey 
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the country. He did so, clainherinjj into thc^branchcs 
with the agility cmd confidence of the hardy wood- 
lander. 

lie hxiked df>vvn at thij flfnvi*r-s[)ang!ed earth and 
then at the world around. On all sitles waved the 
green arms of the forest. In fruiitoflnm through a 
cleft in the foliage he could see, glinnntu'iug pui’jde in 
the sunshine, his land <'f lieulali his delectable 
mountains. The sight <»fthein reminded Idrn cT his 
purpose in reaching them they brake’ thn cievils' 
spell: he rememheretl Lucy, and his face* was red with 
tire blush of shame fnr having forgotten her, ife did 
not realise that the fKauls !iaf! cast their "^pells about 
lung and that in the eyes <»f the angel, it was not his 
fault for having durinit that shml wlnle omittefi to 
reine.mljer lun*. In tlu* tree* top he said his customary 
prayer for the circle <jf hnc*d ones, am! afterwards, 
without casting round another !o(?k for the ohjtnl of 
his climb, <lescended ; Imt on tlu* way dt»wn, through 
a gai* in the Immchrs, f>y chant c’ or tlcvil design, he 
saw her, I le sltipped fr»r a little while, tpiietly ga/ing : 
his heart was instantly adti witli a tluaisam! emotions, 
A woman, not too snOkiently riad in a garment 
of flaming scarlet, was reclining befliri: a background 
of blfrssfuns, weaving a chaplet of darinipcoloiiral 
fhiwers, golden, red and bltue On her head she 
w<ire a wreath similar In ifial in ht*r Iiands^ Her 
hair was black as the raven s wing, Iier eyes were 
fringed with jet dike lasltes, her face and arms, and 
bosom and feet, wt»r«: the healthy colour of the Him. 
She was no alabanter maitl^ but a c}«eeii of the forest- 
lane!, filled with hot life, no lover of milk and 
whileneHH, 
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As NL-lirtiii ^;i7.cd, his heart beat, beat, with excited 
insistence. l ie did not ask himself how the woman 
came there, but looked at her, and was conscious that 
the passionate <Icsire which had been growing within 
him was touched inter flame. He had in the recent 
hours longed so earnestly for human companionship, 
that the meeting with this beautiful being was like 
balm to his Wirariness. lie yearned for her comrade- 
ship, and the comfort of her lip.s. 

lie leapt down from the tree and walked towards 
where the stranger was resting. But on the way 
he strrppeii. lie stopped deliberately, though his 
heart was appealing to him to go on. He stopped 
and breatiicd the name “Lucy." 

flis true nature hat! .spoken; the name, sacred 
to him, as no edher earthly one could be, acted as 
a holy charm. He remembered hi.s duty: to subdue 
all desires* at every cost to be absolutely true to the 
tr<tth he had sworn when Zuron gave the marriage 
btmediction. 

Slowly, witli faltering .steps, the blood singing 
in his curs, he moved towards the mountains. He 
wouUl rc.si.st the temptation. It was exceedingly 
h:ir«i to do that duty, but he did it. He went on, 
alth«)Ugh all of him, except his conscience, was 
appealing to him to stay and speak with the 
weaver of wreaths. 

A thousand subtle reasons and excuses entered 
hi.s mind. He wa.s alone and needed comfort. Was 
there any harm or wrong in speaking to a being 
when he had gone so triumphantly through a long 
and heavy ordeal of misery, want and loneliness? 
If he did wander for hours with the woman, who was 
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there to witness his doings ?— had not llic a^igcls left 
him alone during the days of his trial, and would 
they spy on him now? Besides^ tht! wrsman might 
be seeking comfort and helj> aial ctunradeship too. 

A multitude of devil - inspired suggestions ran 
through his brain. It seemed so <iesirah!e a sin, 
so simple a sin, so sweet a sin, would it l)c a sin ? 
lie continued his way firmly; fearing to look !>ack. 
The mountains were nearer, llunr l>lu<*ness dtu* to 
distance was diminishing. Alnsidy he was ascemding 
rising ground, the long }>eginning of the mountain- 
slopes. 

But ever he could s<s‘ the dark fan* of the stranger 
with the burning eyes. It senned g;ne him 
from the mountains in front, from the trees on d’ach 
side, fnnn tin* grass at liis feot. The past days of 
solitude had [>reparctl his mind f<»r a deej* impression, 
an<l that face in the most unfavouraffie circum- 
stances was one vividly to impress, llu! black cyc.s 
haunted him. The* countenan<*c enchanted him. Me 
was entranced with the magic at woman, his heart 
was caught in a spc*ll. 

*‘Iaicy! Lucy! laicyF' repeatedly he murmured, as 
if he would gain strengtli from the sound of the name, 

lie heard a cry of delight tR*hind him, hut he 
would not turn from his ileterininol course. Me 
fixe«l his ga;^e on the area of blue sky shiniiigjibovc 
the highest mountain. In the briulu void there cuuld 
\}c nci guile ; but ever lH*fure his eyes was that strong 
Ixsuitiful face with its Imrdeu of tsinirolled paHsicin ; 
even out of the blue it seemed tfi burn. 

Me was being ftilluwedi Me could hear the swish 
of clinging garments as their wearer nriuvcd liaitily 
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through i'fu: lolg-stommccl flowers and grasses ; and 
the heavy breathing f)f one travelling at an unaccus- 
tomed pace. I !<; clasped Ins hands, and with a frown 
on his lirow |>ursiu;d his course, but his lone heart 
yearned for him to stay and greet the new-comer, 
llis humanity wrestled with his will and as yet was 
wfjrsled. Hut his heart was not elate although he 
was still uncojutuured in the trial. He did not in 
fact recognise this experience as a temptation ; it 


certainly was not such an one as he had expected 
in the old rircanwdays, for .so subtly was it adminis- 
tered, he tlid tmt realise that to yield to it would be 
a sin. There was here no opportunity for the bold 
avmval which generally accompanied the triumphs of 
t!ic*saints. There was no demand for a positive yea 
or no, so th:it he cotdd firoclaim the yea, and glory — 
and die. His trial was a long-su.stained, exhausting 
<tucl in wlikdi victory could never be celebrated, not 
even by th<i shade of a phantom laurel wreath 
binding his brow. 

A soft voice in woman’s sweetest modulation 
whispered winningly, “ Stay, my hero, wait for me ! ” 
Martiti groaned ; but went on. 

“Stay stay, my hero — my husband. I have 

waited for you so long I" 

It was not the voice of Lucy, though the speech 
might well have been hcr.s. Martin was touched by 
the words, strangely touched, it may have been by 
their quiet boldness, or by the pathos that was in 
tlicm, or because they were reminiscent. He was, 
whatever the cau.se might be, so affected by them 
that he did stop, and turned towards the woman who 
called. 
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She continued to approacli, until alnif^t witiiin 
arm-reach; then she stopped and spoke to him with 
her eyes. They were wonderful eyes, In itnful f>f hokl 
love’.s elcHiucnce. Martin, ttazine; into their tlark 
depths, felt magnetised — governed a prisoner, the 
power of their sj)ell t;rcw as their love-HplU more 
bri^^htly 

The temi)ted man wrestled fiesperutely with his 
inclination. Outwardly his facet though jiaic was 
passive ; hut within his son! a hatlh' raged. Invisible 
fiends e.xulted. But reason atui will resumed their 
empire, the warring elements were subdu(;d, tlu; battle 
won. lie slowly shook his head and was tnrning tf»go. 

“I love y(»u!” she breathed, raising her arms ami 
leaning forwaial so that with taper fingx'rs she touclted 
his breast. 

lie trembled like a man in an ague, and despite his 
will raised his arms. .She sank forward ;dH! hi<i her 
face in the folds of his cassock, so that 1)C could 
not see her laugliing <'yes, while her arms daspc<l 
him closely, attd he was aware of the beat of her 
heart. For one moment l»c lust control of himself. 
A throb of [Kissiotiatc tielight ran through him. 
Ix>ncliiicss no mcjrc 1 I Ic had human love again ! 
F'or one moment, and ntj longer, this matincss lastetl, 
then, he remembered, and with a stuhicn effort 
wre.sted himself frcun her and fictl, running wUii all 
hi.s haste through the forest towards the mountain. 

He ran tintil he coiiki run no longer, and then 
feeling safe- safe, but so lonely — threw himself on 
the grass and rested. He shut his eyes, but the 
insides of his eyelids .seemed to htiid the image of 
that womati painted on them. The elotjuent appeal 
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nf her lnt>k rccftncc! vividly to him, and he opened his 
eyes a!.',riin that (laylip;ht might dim the dangerous re- 
collection. 

What an es{:a|n; it had been ! lie thought of Lucy 
- of I,uc.y deserted, wronged. That should not be! 
l.ifelnng loncdiness. even death, rather than that! 
Despite this virtuous determination, however, the 
idea of loneliness was very repellent; he had had so 
much of it durinj; the recent clays which, though few 
in fact, seemed indeed c;ternity in miniature. This 
homeless wandering was most repugnant to his 
affectionate nature, and once more the longing for 
home, and love was strong within him. He mused, 
jKU'haps h(' sk'pt. Whether he slept or not, happen- 
ing* to look up, he started violently at seeing the 
woman standing before him. 

■’ Again ? " he cried angrily. 

She smiied, ami then .said plaintively. “You do 
not know the strength of love. I have waited so 
loin; for your coming, and now you avoid me. You 
cannot know cvhat loncdinc.ss means.” 

Martin sighed. Tlrat was all his comment. 

“'ro U: alone, and to long for one who brings 
happiness- to long and to know that the longing is 
in vain- that is worse than every other misery! 
Tlmt is my wtw 1 “ 

“ And the woe of others ! *' 

•‘I*am the only woman here. I am the only 
one licrc. and my husband avoids me ! ” 

I must not .stay ’’ He rose to go. 

<»l love yml My hero I” She threw herself at 
his fc5ct and clasped the skirts of his cassock with 
passionate hands. “ Do not break my heart 1 ” 
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He sighed and rose. She continuec' to ki^bcl. He 
was aware that .she was weeping. 

“ Do not chide rnc ! Do not leave me ! 1 love you I 
I.ove me or I <lie! h'or one ho\ir if no more. In- 
mine. Let me be yours! (jlive me that hour-^ 
a sob choked her utterance. 

As he looked down on her ht' sufkrred. It was 
pain to watcli her pain ; his heart was ap[»ealing 
to him, with a gentle word or a lender touch, to 
express his .sympathy. He tried to rosi.st the iticlina- 
tion, but his hand, rebellious, went forth and rested 
for a moment on the betuied head. In response to 
the kindness she looked iij). 1 ler face was wet with 
teans, but new-sprung happy light .shone in the great 
dark cye.s. Martin despite himself flushetl hot vith 
joy that he had given her comfort Clinging to liim 
she ro.se from the ground anti hreathiiig words which 
passion made inarticulate flung herself on*, his breast, 
cla.sping him in a frantic embrace, h'or the moment 
he stooped so that his face was by hers, and hot 
ki.sscs rained from her tremhling lips, 

“ My love! ” he heard her whisper. “ My husband ! 
ray love 1 ” 

“ No,” he .started back, but still she held him, .still 
he could feel the beating tif her heart, still to have her 
arms about him brought wild <ic!ight. 

“ One hour — one hour of roses I ’’ 

Should he accede? The thought tempted him. An 
invisible tlcvil pi{>ed the tunc t>f love. His pulses 
beat, hi.s heart throblx'd, in unison with that mad 
melody. His arms clewed about her. 

” My darling — mine ! ” she whisjKtrcd. 

He remembered. 
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'•Nn!''%r sftii'kfd, and sprang back. She held 
m but hr Imrat frran her embrace. “I must not! 

wil! ruil ! 

Yfiu art' mlnvJ, " she n’peated : not in a whisper, 
hc'i'i! wa*- rh;d!eiv.:r in the words. The woman was 
rnv a Lieaturo f»f t^imnnand, imperious, no longer 
iiirraling. Her lieatity had powttn She stood there 
1 idnipif'iif majcNtw I’ndeavoiiring to overrule. 

Martin was mascimis of her dangerous fascination, 
Cvrry rmc * hm' nudlitudinous charm.s .spoke to him, 
ppealcd to him to his h.audy heart — to his natural 
hivalry ; Inil tlu^ {mrily of a lifetime shielded him. 

With lun* eyes she invited— commanded him to 
vno her. !!«' took a imcc h^rward and she smiled, 
dr faisrd his right hand and her lips were pursed 
dr kisNrs. With th<* forefinger he touched her fore- 
trad. Swiftly he made tfierc the sign of a Cross. 
She s|)rang kick with a .shriek, and put her hands to 
her brow hh though slie had l^en bitten. 

f I is hUHpit'iofns were awake. AV/n; Sathanas / ” 

he llumdrred. 

At oner she was transformed. In place of the 
lovely woman etnvered a devil. 

Martin stepped back, startled by the change, 
frightened by his recent danger, A sense of angry 
sliarne flyshcd through him. 

*• Master f sighed the fiend, in the tone of cringing 
.Hiibmisliim. 

Martin turned on his heel, shivering, and walked 
heavily, hastily away. He had triumphed, but he 
found no pride in his victory. He had escaped but 
not without scathe. He felt a humiliated victor. 

T 
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CHAFTKK XXI 
I’kihi: n\ vinuKv 

T>UT Grid’s kiiMwiui; inurv he did, 

found i>rtdt‘ in hi:* vi* torv. At niu r ftnil inouio 
tain slope was ftdl ef new hripl itnc .s a * a win do 
company of thorn ‘’j>ran;,; into visihility. Martin did 
not see Uunn at fiO't ; fu* '-aw imthiti^p In'talrd 
nothinp* hut thenipjit tif hi', uraknr.s in ihr rrcrnl 
encounter. 

Hr iiad heard the word *‘Ma*4er!'’ 4riiot{np. thc! 
dcwiTs arktunvlc’dppnrnt of his vic tory ; hut nrithrr 
heedi'd nor saw ntoir of the hrud of his disc 
and lli|^ht. Angels, however, told hint alnmi them 
afterwards. 

The devil— a prirtcr, though iitU Me {irifiec; of Ilcd'l 
•—defeated just when virfetry srcunctl so near, fmitKl 
himself threatened hy angels. Might was fds iiiily 
reetiiirse. fnsiafitly he t*pen(Hl his wings and llcw% 
<!as!iing like a flash rd evil fire out c.if the valley* 
Through the forest he rtcaf, hlaHling the; leaves of 
many of the trees lie passed, even in his panic iiol for- 
gelling to loose a |)oisonoUH ryrse at those which to 
him were most annoyingly Iwrauliftil Ciiice in llic 
fremy of fear, for he was foUowee! hard by angry 
ahgeb who now and then beat him, he blyiicJcrcd foil 
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a';aiii'’l a live, aiciul tin- branches of which the flowers 
cif Heaven wiat- trailin5.j, and was dashed by the 
iidluein e <if the fiuwers, smarting and humiliated, to 
llie earth. The flowers of I leaven, holy and beautiful 
in the eyes o( |)tirc men and :inge!.s, could not be seen 
lull as ordin.iiy flowers by devils— blind to many 
beauties of th<‘ e.trth! The beaten fiend was up 
ay.aiti at once, with <h'S|)erate speed endeavouring to 
esf ape froij^ his wrathful pursuers. Here and there, 
in and out of the. tiees of the forest and very near to 
the home which in his guile he had endeavoured to 
wreck, tile sad fiend went, until sore with much 
piuiisliiiieiii, sick with weariness, his wings in tatters, 
left alone in despicaifle weakness, he flapped his way 
lalioi'Riusly, shamefully, disconsolately, down the dark 
way. 

Thus the hist of the tempters was defeated, and 
Marlin, though sad and shamed, wa.s triumphant; 
Init that won! of submission “ Master !’’ occurred and 
recurred to him. 

At h-ngth lu! looked h(>. He had reached the 
summit of the mountain and with brightened eyes 
jHTietl rovuid. Hod be praised ! there was the sea, a 
iiroad grey bam! flecked with silver sunlight. Martin 
gazed lingeringly ujKJn it. His heart was filled with 
gladness ; his whole being sang carol. F'or a time he 
was lost in contemplation. He turned from the 
broad ocean to liKik at the other great sea of rustling 
green ticvs which .spread like a colossal carpet to the 
far horizon, As if to complete his joy, he heard first 
the twittering and then the full chorus of bird-songs, 
aiirl saw hundreds and thou.sands of songsters rising 
from above^the trees, some soaring, many others 


hasUiiing lowanls him, giving him |h<‘ dear worldls 
welcome. Their music was kind balin to him. As 
his eyes grcwaccustonu'ci t<t the enchanting f sum n'rima, 
he saw new sights, which rendc'nai Ins rthject in seek 
ing for the sea now fruitless. Here' and there 
scattered about in tlie forest, at the sutnmits oi trts' ., 
he saw, gleaming, the gentle lights of the flowers nf 
Heaven, and farther to tli<* right, fnan that great 
distaiice, seemingly in a cluster, shone many, which 
his heart told him marked the j>arl o{ the wmid of 
which ids hotne was the lenlrcs lie was now a!! 
impatience to readi Inane. Home! There was no 
use now in his set^king for tli«‘ Inng indirrrt way by 
means of tlw seaslnwis !!<’ wsts at last certain of tfie 
direction in which Itis <lisu' ones were, am! could iltarcJi 
steadfastly towarris it. 

It proved, Iitnvever, nrd necessary for him to fmd 
his way alone, hif th<‘ angeds, ho Iong*ahsenl, were 
with him again. As he stood on the lieiglit, atisortK'd 
in the world around him, ho did not imm(*dialrly heed 
their presence. Hut at last, his admiring^ survey com* 
plcted, he did see them, and rejoired with very great 
joy. Zuron and Tries! were thi^re, as well as many 
others whom he knew% and some whom he did 
not know. Great was the triumph of the angels. 
Those who knew him test kissed him, and all in 
united benediction blessed him, until ovcrroirti; by ilir 
goodness of their greeting, he sank on his knees anif 
breathed heartfelt thanks to Gml. While he prayed 
the angels softly sang Heaven s triiimph-clmrit 

It was a happy march homewarci Alteridecl by 
his sparkling escort he journeyecl, a glad, proud man, 
straight through the forest They went the way that 
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the ficvil had along, and every tree which the 

fold fiend liad 'blasted with his wings and poisoned 
by his enrses was by angel-touch and blessing 
restored to health and beauty. 

They went slightly out of their way to visit the 
glade uhet<-in the court of fiends had held its session. 
Martin g-a/eil with curious feelings upon the rings 
whidi marked the places where every devil had sat, 
and N'atum: had consequently been wounded. With 
delight he watclied 'I'l-iest march round the circle, by 
the totit ii of his feet immediately reviving the slain 
rarih and grass and flowers. 

The kind angel stood finally on the place where 
Martin had been seated. Once more that valley held 
no tface of devil influence. 

Tlie w.iy was n-snined. Angels marched in front 
and at the rear of the iionuured man. Zuron and 
Triest we(<^ on either side of him; eagerly he 
askejl and gladly tlmy answered his many questions 
alnml l.ttcyand llu; habc.s, Angels were not, how- 
ever, his only escort, for above, in a cloud, flew a 
jnultiliide of biftls, pouring out wealths of song, the 
accumulation of days of silence, mo.st welcome to the 
cars which had recently so hungered for melody. 
And on iKith sitics latyond the angels marched an 
army of animals - all the bca.sts of the field — a silent 
asscntiitagc. in their mute way thus expressing 
sympathy with the man, their master, whom, because 
he cared for them, they loved. 

So on the great gathering went, angels and animals 
doing honour to one man. Evening gathered, night 
came, Martin did not notice the darkness because 
of the light whieli the persons of the angels gave and 
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which illuminated as with the pf day ilv* 

places adjacent. Dawn glimmered * 
then for a little wiiile the pmces-a'nn r^f aiigels and 
man halted to deliver praise to Goci — apj«»ri«iii< hyinii 
swelled out 

Soon afterwards tlu'y arrived at tfu* part< of Ihi* 
world well known to Martin* at noon tlie long exile 
was ended. The home was in sight, I’he atipeis 
singing softly stood aside* leaving a p;44!nva\* for 
Martin U> pass through, lie r.in along, railing lauy 
and the little ones. 

With answering erit**; of dedight they appeared at 
the door of the domicile, ami in another mrunenl ihr 
husband and wife w<*re in eadi other’s arins, whiU* i!u* 
childnm clung to their father's cassock, ami, baiHl in- 
hand, danctal with jt»y. 

Ho on that golden <lay there was happy remnion. 
Tht* time of trial was done. 11u’ Toni; drraf led 
temptation had taken place anrl Martin had not 
succuml>etl In the hours of that holiflay all pain 
was forgotten: neither Martin nor fairy sjK^ke of 
their trials and s^^rrows. dingy were satisficcl that 
victory was their.s. Their missif^n had mtl failetl ; 
the ideal life was j,)rescrvctl Satan ami his fiemi- 
<luminion were worstcrll 

Before dawn the next day Marlin was wailings 
restlessly ready to go the round of bis \rMrk|J.o see 
how hi.s flora!, arboreal, bird and animal dejicndcnls 
were. At the earliest peep of sun he staricc! : his 
round was a continuous course t>f glad greeting from 
the creatures, all in their several ways exjiressing 
their love for him ; to his dcliglit he found that all 
things were in order, the needful work had been 
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wcH (lone. ! It; knew at once the doers of this good- 
ness, During «iis trial the angels had done his work. 

.So eager was his visitation that he was home again 
by mid-day, having brought with him the basket of 
fruit which he liad abandoned when he heard the 
pkiiiit (tf the inis(;rahlc fiend, and then speedily, while 
his mind was hot with mental eagerness, he put down 
nit the tablets the narrative of his trial. Working 
with energy during the daylight hours of leisure he 
completed the story ill three days, leaving it as a 
warning and a guide to posterity. Until that was 
done hi* could not bear to tell Lucy one word of it; 
but '-iie told him — and he heard the story with 
trembling horror- of the temptations which she and 
tlu^ children liad cndureil, and of the apparition of 
a faithless Martin. 

Then the trium{ihant man read his tablets to Lucy 
while she ssat weaving and the children slept. With 
cum ertu’d attention she listened to the tale of his and 
hf’r datigi’r, and when Martin had finished rose and 
kissed him warmly, repeatedly. 

My hero. —my king." That was all her full heart 
pennilled her to .say. 

Martin had emerged from the ordeal feeling some 
Imnouraiile shatne and a very little self-confidence; 
but the tlircc days of enjoyment and repose which 
had elapsed since his return and the writing and 
re-reading of his story of deprivation and danger, 
with its cjiiloguc of victory, had caused him to forget 
the shame and to renew the confidence. On that 
third day he walked through his world and felt 
secure— as he had never felt before. For the first 
time he ceased to be a man battling for an ideal: 
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he was at that zenith hour a monarch -conqueror, . 

lord of that sphere, the worthy falhe!' of a perfect 
people, the maker of a most noble cixample. 

The happy days fled past— days of golden pjiamour 
to Martin. Dearer and more beautiful than (‘ver was 
that garden in which he dwelt ; the cr<‘aturcs of it— 
of the two great kingdoms of Nature— ap| reared more 
wonderful and affectionate, as his findings for the 
animals and trees and flowers became more 4>atcrnal 
He revelled in his beautiful lifi^ atjd found joy- 
glory — victory in every being and thing tlicre. The ; 

angels visited him ilaily ; and more confidently than | 

ever he conversed with them. Clonfidence gdidcxl | 

gradual!}^ into over-confidence. 1 Iv. s[>oke as a I>rother | 

of the angels, not as a maintlu* receiver fivours, ^it | 

was a joyful life, and he bask(*d in the sunshine of it | 

He began unconsciously to flx‘l that in some way he | 

was responsible for that sunshine. He rmicmbcrixl ' 

Lucy^s proud and impulsive words, lie felt the hero i 

and the king, f le smiled with new complacency | 

when he thought of her terms of admiration. He | 

remembered the devirs too. Master! Master! Me I 

had gained the title in the most terrible of the lists I 

of knighthood 1 He had won the laurel by right of 
spiritual sword I He dreamed daydreams of future 
honour in Heaven. 

So in the mind of the .successful man, modest 
shame was turned into {iroud elation. Lucy knew 
nothing of this subtle change-grown from the seed 
of the devirs sowing, wrought by the saying of that 
last word, Master 1 ” — and tended to increase his i 

confidence by her open admiration. Never before j 

had she loved him more than she did then. She had 
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realisctl to the full how worthy he was of the woman’s 
best dc\.’oti()!^ and, womanlike, she told her glad- 
ness. 

'Flurty times the sun had set and risen since 
Martin —victor over Mell and all its subtleties — had 
returned from his wandering, thirty days of increa.sing 
delight and pride they Irad been. Never had he been 
happier than during their i)a.s.sing ; in the after days 
they secerned to him [tainted scarlet and golden in 
'fiine’s grey calendar. I’hcn came the crash. 

In the exaltation of triumphant vanity, while 
walking tlirough the avenues one evening, when 
dusk had fallen, and the birds — except for occasional 
songsters still fluting— -were twittering good-night, 
when the animals were seeking their lairs, and all was 
peace forgetful of the meaning of the glowing 
celestial flowers there shining — he thought again of 
the inlltioncc and rule of man over the creatures, 
{(ondere<i unduly on the truth that unsullied man is 
brother to the angels, and of the fact, too much 
reniesnlH'rcd, that he had been tempted to sin and 
had not sinned ; that he was unsullied man. 

His thoughts naturally went back — over the abyss 
of space aiul time — to the old mona.stic days; he 
rcmctnljcrcd with amusement the grotesque legends 
of devils worsted by very human, almost farcical, 
saints, which were the favourite lore of the tonsured 
breUiren. He laughed the quiet confident laugh of 
triumpli at tho.se recollections. 

Ciradually beyond tho.se feats of riotous virtue his 
thoughts travelled to the vastly grand tale of Eve„ 
the Serpent, old Adam, and the legendary beginning 
of human woe. He pictured the other Eden — the 
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background of the picture was his own ICrlcn — with 
Eve there. She, having disobeyed aitd eaten, was 
tempting her lord to disobey and cat. Martin's 
active fancy, filled with details of actuality, coloured 
the .scene completely. He compared the incidents 
of the two temptations — his and hers - and flattered 
him.self with the thought that the devils liad re- 
cogni.sed the need of directly worsting him, had trieil 
their utmo.st, using every diabolical means, .-pul with 
ignominy had failed. 

Me laughed triumphantly, and listened to th<* wild 
music of one of night’s .songsters perched on a bough 
overhead. The bird .seemed e.xpressing his pnnid 
un.spokcn gladiu;ss. The message of the innocent 
.song was misread by the ])rui<;-sick man. ^ 

He was still in the picture-land of Eve’s temptation 
and wrapped in proiul dreams when he lasiched home. 
Lucy greeted him with a smile, anti iiointvtl to the 
sleeping babes, a pretty {fink group illumined by the 
light of the heavenly flowers, which hung in clusters 
on and under the roof. 

Martin gazed, admired, and, at the .same time, was 
full of his visions and vanity. Me wa.s hot with the 
impulse to tell his triumph. 

“The perfect people! ’’ Lucy .saitl archly, smiling at 
the babe.s’ cherubic beauty. Unconsciously it was 
.she who .set rolling the fatal ball. 

“The perfect j»eoplcI’' Martin echoed, though not 
in the playful manner of her remark. “ A<lain failed 
and lo.st hi.s w'orld. Our world i.s saved," he blurted 
out abruptly, inconscqucntly. 

Lucy looked at him wide-eyed and frightened. 

“ Martin 1 " she cried. 
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“ VVanticring in our Eden, I have been thinking of 
iny tcnfptatyftn and that of the Adam of my old earth. 
That world was ruined because Adam fell. The 

.'\dam of this world is triumphant ” 

“ flush ! Martin ! Martin ! ” .she cried, cla.sping his 

arm. “ (lod helped you, and the angels ” 

“ The angels, yes,” he was .strangely blind to his 
sudden <langer, “but they were absent — invisible. 
I>et th^ honour he ours. We fought the battle alone 
aiul won.” 

“Hush, hush, dear. There was God — He always 
heliw 

" I won," he repeated, loud and exultantly, in his 
mad vanity, not hearkening to her. 

• Suddenly there was darknes.s. The faces of the 
chikiren wcr<‘ no longer visible. The light of the 
flowers of Hcavciii was gone, the flowers were dead. 
1-uey shrieked. Martin shivered. They were 
frightened. A cold wind, wailing, travelled through 
the wurltl. Devils, laughing riotou.sly, ro.se from 
lurking j)lacc.s in a covey of flames: the mortals did 


not sec them. 

'Phe ideal life was ended. Martin, through vain- 
glory. had sinned. That world was the perfect world 
no more. 
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CHAPTER XXII 


AN A L T K R K 1) W O U L 1 ) 

TSJ EITHER of the mortal slept that ; in the 
^ ^ midst of tlicir (L'irk<med world they felt too 
wretched to venture to lie d<aviu Lucy spent the 
time in prayer, and in comfortiniij Martin, sayin|^ 
never a word of rebuke. He, with hitter unspoker^ 
self-upbraidin^t“, walked continuously up and down, 
gazing round piteously now an<l thcn» In the. vain 
hope of seeing the flowers of Heaven ofktndlcd. 
Except for the blaze of the ever-burning Are there 
was no light now on that world. 

Martin was a man da/.cd. His downfall was 
so sudden, his sin had Ixam so simj)!e. llic 
catastrophe stunned him. After all his Htrenuous 
effort, hi.s sacrifices, his victory, to be aceounted 
guilty and to endure all thn consequences of guilt, 
and only for a little jubilation. He was at first to 
the depths despondent, and then «is the serious con- 
saiucnccs presented themselves to him, to the least 
possible extent aggrieved. He had lost all, he was 
no longer the fortunate inc^rtal, ins ideals were 
broken. Had he for such a small outburst of vanity 
to endure punishment which could hardly have been 

worse if he had indulged to the full all the tempta- 
m 
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licnts nffcrcd to him? The whole thing must be a 
mneke^f. hiclecnis dream ! In his despair he 
<|ursti()ned tiu: justice of Heaven. 

Ihit it was only in his first despair that he did 
.so ; <|iiii:kly he rcrovered from that pro.stration of 
cowardice. His great pain, however, grew worse 
when lie thought of Lucy and the babes, his sin 
involved them in sufTcring similar to his. He hid 
his fata.! and groaned. The punishment continued. 
The instant he shut his eyc.s he .saw within the lids 
a rejictition of tliat vision which had come to him in 
Heaven the vision of the perfect people. In a flash 
the entire jiicturc wa.s there — the .smiling populace, 
the iik'al of life, of beauty phy.sical and spiritual, 

happiness. 'I'he vivid recollection wounded him. 
He ojKUied Ids eyes and flinched with jarring pain 
as he looked unavailingly about the world he had 
wronged*, and realised the wonderful pos.sibility lost. 
All that golfien future was now swept away and 
himself was its destroyer. 

1 le remembered the several warnings given to him, 
licginning with the moon-angel’s repeated, “ Lose not 
your humility," and the loving advice of Broon — 
ah 1 memory struck a dagger through him — this was 
the crown of hi.s .sorrows — that Broon’s loving care 
was wasted. To think of that best-loved of the 
.•yjgcis had been always comforting, now the thought 
brought a heart-pang, because Broon’s kindness and 
teachings had been in vain. Martin pondered sadly 
on the forfeited joys of Heaven, and knew that 
sorrow would be there through him. He remembered 
the guardian-angel who flew in deep dejection over 
the Elysian Fields, because one other man had through 
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weakness wasted the opportunity of a world. Now 
he was in similar case ! ^ 

Bitterly unhappy Martin ! As the previous thirty 
days had been the zenith of his life's happiness, so 
the dark hours of that night were the nadir of his 
misery. But in his severest depression the brave 
heart of his manhood fought for him — for actually, 
through and through, he was a hero ; he tlioiight, 
practically, what was to be done, and arrive^} at a 
decision. 

He went to Lucy and with gentle hands held her 
face, so that he could see its expression in tlie fire- 
light His heart warmed because she smiled. He 
kissed her with cold lii>s, and made her sit on her 
favourite seat Then holding her hand, he sai<I : ^ 

I need not speak of my sin, but— I sinned, 

and already a change has resulted in this world. 
My first thought now must be you — you <md the 
children. I have sinned and I must suffer, but you 
and they are sinless and innocent 1 may yet save 
almost all by paying a willing sacrifice. I will go 
away. The rest of my days .shall be spent in exile. 
You may then, by the dear mercy of God and the 
love of the angels, be permitted to train and teach 
the children, so that their future may be white~as 
it might have been had I — not~sinnecH' 

His voice broke. It was a great penalty he was 
willing to pay, perpetual banishment from the dear 
ones, loneliness and homelessness, just when home- 
life was so particularly sweet 
Lucy kissed his lips warmly. 

You are my husband, my place is with you/^ 

‘‘ I cannot stay here and you cannot go with me/ 
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1C ^untmucci finnly. “ I am the culprit, I must pay. 
;t i.s your clu^/ to abide liere for our children’s sake, 
jfou and they arc .still sinless. Paradise will still 
ixist for you." 

“ Tlicrr; cannot Ire Paradise when my husband is 
nit of it.” l.ucy’s words were as firm as his, but 
,u’r voice was wonderfully },mntle and .sweet. Martin 
looked at her and reali.sed her greatness. “ My place 
is with ^ou, and the children’s i.s with the father who 
loves them. If our life here is altered, we will make 
a new home elsewhere; and as for Paradi.se, where 
there is love there i.s Paradise, and we have love.’’ 

Touc.hcil beyond measure by her true womanliness, 
iicr gentle strength, lie drew her to him, and for a 
while they held each other in a .silent embrace. She 
was the ruling woman now — ruling by .self-sacrifice 
and wise love. 

“ You must let me go for a time at least, my 
dearest," he jileailcd. “ Let me meet my punishment 
and exile like a man. When I have had my fill of 
.solitary pain, and founded a home for you and our 
little ones, I will return, and then again, together, we 
can fight for a new ideal 1 ’’ 

No, Martin, I .shall be punkshed if we are 
.separated. My place is with you. You need me.” 

“ Ah, yc.s,” he sighed. 

“ And the children — I have confidence in them.” 

Tears, touched into being by her kindness, were 
.streaming down Martin’s face. He endeavoured by 
effort of will to overcome them, but they were 
uncontrollable. He turned aside, and raising his 
hands towards Heaven, cried, with a passionate 


voice : 



304 THE TRIAL OF MAN 

0 God, I have sinned — I iiavc fallen. ^On 
head alone be the punishment L’ ^ 

There was the sound of angel’s wings and Triest 
appeared. He was carrying his spear as on that 
day when first he met Martin, but hi.s countenance, 
though, as usual, bright, was unusually sad. The 
man’s first impulse was to hide his shamexi face, 
but an honourable pride kepi him brave ; he went 
slowly to meet the angel. Lucy followed, trembling. 

They saw at once that Triest knew. 

Where is the light of the flowers?” the angel 
asked quietly. 

1 have sinned,” said Martin. 

Triest leaned on his spear and bent his head. 
Lucy could .see the sorrow written on the angt^^’s 
face. 

“ Forgive us,” she cried. 

Triest looked up and took her hand, tl>en gently 
said : 

It is not mine to forgive, but Gt)d is all-mcrciful, 
and in His time He will forgive. This is a very 
great trouble. The sin was a grievems sin. Vanity 
is the chief pitfall. Half Hell is peopled through it 
You may think— Martin has thought— that it was 
a very small fault for .so great a penalty ; but the 
least sin in such a state as this was, is too grievous 
and far too great, for it is the first sin, and after that 
all sins are ea.sy. The first sin is the parent oran 
awful progeny. O Martin, your fall has caused 
sorrow in Heaven — but I will not add to your 
punishment, which is heavy enough. Your life 
here, and that of Lucy and your successors will be 
changed. The angel-sight bestowed on you by 
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kiron (luriiiff the first aerial journey is taken from 
ou. AngijjK will come to this earth and be about 
■ou, helping you, guarding you, loving you, but 
.enceforth they will be invisible.” 

“Must Lucy suffer too, and the innocent babes?” 
dartin asked iti a storm of an.xiety. “ Cannot I go 
■lone and leave them with the Paradise they have 
lot forfeited?” 

“Wfj must not be parted,” said Lucy. “We must 
)e together 1 ” 

“ Lucy docs right. True hu.sband and true wife 
:annot live apart. They are really (me, the comple- 
nent to each other, sinritually indivisible. Further, 
:hrough your sin the whole world must suffer. It is 
tb longer an ideal world, for its idealism is broken. 
The animals, birds, fiower.s, everything — even the 
wgels — will feel the difference. Sin alters every- 
thing.” • 

“ Hopeless, hopeless 1” mourned the broken-hearted 


" No,” sang out the angel, his voice was like a bell, 
bearing a brave message. “There is always hope. 
You have failed in the first ideal, now fight for the 
second. You have sinned once, now struggle not to 
sin again. The world is changed by this one sin, but 
not ruined, if you will the contrary. Live now, not 
tc^ retain a particular ideal, but to do duty. Duty 
lives. Duty always lives.” 

Martin’s .sad, changed face lit up once more, his 
eyes flashed. He raised his form proudly, his head 
was set back, as is the warrior’s who awaits the last 
assault, and whose one wish is to take the inevitable 
death like the true warrior- 
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Duty ! duty ! ” he repeated earnestly. He went 
to Lucy, raised her hand and kissed it, ‘‘dignifying 
that he recognised the need of her help and goodness, 

“ Duty lives always/' said Tricst. “ Do your duty. 
That will please lieavcn, and the angels will rejoice 
again through you. But there may be cheerless years 
before you : many of the blessings you now enjoy 
you will lack ; nevertheless, liopc and work ! That 
is the lot of all the best men on every ii^iabited 
world. In the ages to come the ideal now lost may 
be regained, and I promise you this as a solace from 
Heaven; if, through your life and the virtue of men, 
there is full hope again, the angels will reappear. 
Now, farewell" 

He raised Ins hand and blessed Martin and I.-uc!y 
separately. 

Then he walked to the domicile— its roof almost 
destroyed through lack of the flowers tliat hatl covered 
it — and blessed the children one by one, l)cginning 
with the youngest. Ivach smiled in its sleep as it 
received the benediction. The mute parents could 
see the little ones in the light of I'ricist’s presence. 

“ Farewell ! " he said again sadly, and then without 
another word or look he opened his wings and flew 
slowly away, his spear was hanging {>oint downwards, 
the signal of griefl 

Martin and Lucy, standing hand-in-hand, watdigd 
the kind angel until he appeared no more than a 
moving star, dwindling; then he was quite lost in 
dawn and distance. They felt alone. They were 
alone, with a strange, new, hard life in front of them. 

Daylight spread rapidly ; each moment showed, 
clearly the havoc wrought. The flowers on the roof 
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of the home which had always been so gay and 
bright hungi^rown, shrivelled, dead ; every one of the 
multitude of trees that once had borne them was 
similarly burdened with floral wreckage. The whole 
world looked strangely dull, the brilliance which had 
glistened in every leaf and grass-blade was gone — the 
mortals saw with mortal and not angel sight. Every- 
thing was altered, the very sun seemed less bright, 
his beams had lost warmth. The world was changed 
indeed, 

Tlie children woke, and, conscious of strange dis- 
comfort, cried in miserable chorus. Martin and Lucy 
gently soothed and caressed them, and were punished 
with artless questions. ‘‘Why is the morning so 
different?*’ asked the elder ones. “The sun is for- 
getting to be warm,” they said, 

Martin answered sadly. “ Times have changed.” 

Already* he was enduring the pains of his long 
penance. 

lie went his rounds among the animals. There 
was difference also in them. They no longer moved 
to meet him, or walked as was their wont a little way 
with him, but were indifferent to his passing. The 
birds sang, but not in the old tumultuous way. They 
piped and called to their mates, but it was chastened 
music, the seeking of food seemed now their chief 
andUgeneral occupation ; all Nature felt the change 
and was changed. 


CHAPTER XXI n 


IN THE MIRROR OK YEARS 

TN the afternoon of that same day, Martin began 
preparations for leaving the place of their old 
home. Excellent as it was in the ea.sy life of Eden, 
it would not be adapted for that rough hard strugy^le 
which Martin .saw was before him. He must seek a 
new abode, nut burdened with sad memories. 

On the next day he found it, near the cavern 
where he kept the tablets of his history, \lndcr the 
brow of a hill, whose other side was washed by tlie 
sea, was a large dry cave, well-lighted in the daytime 
by a hole in the rock over the entrance. I n the dell 
in front of the cave was a brook of fresh water, which 
flowed from a spring on the hill-side. Very near the 
cave was a hollow formed by over-hanging rock 
where a large quantity of fuel and other commodities 
could be stored, while another narrow opening in the 
hill-side could with stones be adapted to serve aw an 
admirable place for the evcr-es.sential fire. 

Martin's first business was to carry to the cavern 
soft moss and sweet-smelling herbs. Then, in a bu.sy 
hour, he gathered whatever dried .sticks and fallen 
wood he could find, in readiness for the fire he 
purposed to bring. He hurried home to pack his 
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implements and the domestic utensils preparatory to 
an earl}? m;^ch on the ensuing day. 

That night while, for the last time in that place of 
sweet history, he was lying awake, his mind full of 
plans and purposes, by the side of the fire, he deter- 
mined on an act which for that world was revolu- 
tionary. Hitherto his work had been to help the 
animals— now they should help him. After a few 
hours fitful slumber he rose, purposing not to wake 
1 Aicy yet, but .she heard his movements and rose too, 
determined then and in all things to help and 
encourage him. In the darkness they knelt and said 
sad matins. It was a very cheerless hour, most 
suggestive of the future. Darkness, still strange to 
tTicin, an<l eerie, was round them, they were alone, and 
dependent on themselves ; but even then they had 
tliis consolation, that they had each other, so they 
(uitcrecl <Jii the new future with prayer — prayer and 
activity, 

Lucy (luickly prepared breakfast^ — warm milk, 
baked eggs and fruits, an encouraging, quite idyllic, 
rcjiast. As soon as Martin had eaten and drunk he 
began a preliminary pilgrimage to the new home for 
the purpose of transferring fire thither. He selected 
a resinous brand, well burning, from the pile which 
had been kindled for the first and only time on the 
sepond day of his life on that globe, and carried it as 
a torch. Fast in his girdle he carried two other sticks 
of dependable wood to be lighted in turn as the 
previous ones burnt themselves out. 

It was a dark and lonesome journey. The world 
was still covered with the pall of starless and moonless 
night, and haunted with a great significant silenc 
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Only the spitting of the resin in the burning brand, 
the startled fluttering of awakened birds«-th5re were 
no bird-songs in that hour~the dull beat of the waves 
on the sea-shore, the swish of the dam|) grass as he 
made progress through it, broke the stillness. It was, 
indeed, a weary and anxious journey, for to |)rcvcnt 
the flame from dying, required tlic greatest care in 
holding the wood, and occasioned slow progress with 
frequent stoppages. It took him more three 

hours to reach the cavern, but once there he soon 
made his arrangements. He Hglited the pre|>arcd pile 
of dry wood, and cunningly banked it with turf and 
clay so that it should last for a very long time. That 
successfully acc()m])lished, he became more clieerful, 
especially as day had now come, and after a plunj.fc 
and swim in the sea to rid himself of tlie smoke and 
resin on his hands and face, ran the wltole way back 
to imey, who had already bathed and fed thG children. 

Then came the last sad work of t!ic abandonment 
of the old home. There were tears in the hearts — will 
kept them from the eyes — of Martin and his wife. 
Were it not that Heaven is ever just, it would have 
seemed that that day of many sacrifices and of 
bruised remembrance was puni.shment enough for 
Martin’s sin ; but Heaven ever just, and the sacrifice 
and sorrow only make the mortals more anxious to 
complete their task. ^ 

Martin’s revolutionary idea was carried into cfTect, 
He seized a huge ox by the horn and led it to the 
eminence. Quickly he loaded it with the various 
household goods, and fastened the burden with long 
trailers which in the past happy days had been woven 
together by resourceful Lucy into strong stout ropes. 
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Sfic had not thought then that they would have been 
used for this purpose, but they proved most useful, 
and Martin, even in that hour of sadness, rejoiced at 
his wife’s inventiveness and quiet, real help. 

At noon the journey began. Martin carried the 
baby on liis shoulder, the two next-youngest were 
jierchcd securely on the obedient beast. The eldest 
son, excited with the expedition and his pretty 
res|K>nsibility, gently drove and carried birds which 
his mother liad domesticated. The wanderers only 
stopped once on that journey, and that was when a 
curve in tlie avenue would put the old home out of 
siglit. Then they turned and looked a long farewell 
at the familiar scene. The house of branches — now 
••bare, leafless, flowerless— stood there a naked wreck. 
The fire still flamed and sent up a column of grey 
smoke, but soon it would be embers and then would 
slowly die out h'arcwcll — farewell to that place of 
once glad happiness, where angels had often been ! 

They went very near the river bank whence came 
the clay of which the tablets were made, and impelled 
by an insinration, Martin went out of his path to look 
for the slab on which ho had inscribed “ Lucy.’’ He 
found it at once, though tall flowers and grass waved 
over it, it was uninjured by the weather ; the beloved 
word deeply impressed on the firm clay was still quite 
legible. Well he remembered the joyous day of its 
Inscription : he looked again at the spot where Lucy 
had sat on the opposite bank of the stream, whence 
.she had thrown the wreath ; and then, expressing his 
much concern by kissing the baby — who, unconscious 
of family woe, crooned and gurgled in his arms — 
rapidly followed the slow-moving travellers. 
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Lucy and the children, though very weary, were 
delighted with the new home. Her first purptjse was 
to make it beautiful with trailing flowers, dim 
successors to those which came from Heaven, but 
withal beautiful and brightening, gathered by herself 
and her eldest son and daughter. After Martin had 
set free the ox, tended the fire, gathered still more 
fuel and taken further measures to increase the 
comfort of the home and household, they l^id the 
evening meal and went early to sleep. Now that the 
transference was completed and the family was 
installed, Martin’s dejmession vanished : he felt 
again a hojieful, resolute man. He would fight his 
battle bravely, he would serve Ood and his dear 
ones faithfully, ho would do his tluty thoroughl)': 
With hope-brightened eyes he kissed his wife, atul 
thanked her with that ki.ss for her loving loyalty. 
She smiled to see him glad. Thus the dew life 
began. 

It was a life of constant toil and continuous 
anxiety. The world was completely changerl : it 
seemed that the very climate was permanently 
altered, for cold raiir fell more frequently ; there was 
mist and damp, and the mortals had to take many 
precautions — precautions never needed in the sinless 
estate — against want and illne.s.s. In the earlier days 
it had been always summer, spring, and autumn, ijp^ 
some part of their world. Trees in one place or 
other were always bearing fruit, some had borne fruit 
monthly, now the sea.sons came .slowly and alone, in 
due order, and had it not been that through their 
very wealth of previous produce the mortals had 
stored much fruit, the winter they were then entering 
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would hjivc been a terrible one : as it was, economy 
and wit* had to be used to eke out and supplement 
the essential food. For the first time then, Martin 
caught and Lucy cooked river fish. 

Spring came at last. Another baby was born, and 
imey travailed with very great weakness and pain. 
Her recovery was anxiously slow, but the love of 
Martin, the fresh life of the world, and the increasing 
heat ofJLhe sun helped her, and at length she resumed 
her place, the helpful, sinless mother, and so well 
governed her home, that she made of its narrow limits 
a paradise of love. 

During that spring the clothes which had lasted 
miraculously during the sinless period, wore out 
With tlie rags of his cassock waving about him, 
Martin was forced to work another and a sadder 
revolution. He .sharpened one of his spades into a 
spear, wiA the rope of trailers trapped and bound an 
animal, and then slew it He loathed the deed, but 
necessity was obdurate ; and with skins so obtained 
he clothed his family and himself, and made the cave 
more comfortable. But from that necessary wrong, 
that unwilling murderous deed wreaked on the 
animals, was born in them fierceness and fear. 
Martin, their former friend and master, was now 
their hunter, and as the slaughter was continued — for 
n^at as well as fur — their habits changed. Whenever 
Martin appeared in sight, they fled, and all his 
cunning was required to get near and capture them. 
B'ear turned to wrath. The demoralisation of the 
beasts spread and worsened. The bolder and 
stronger animals attacked and killed the weak. The 
lust of slaying easily led to the animal world's 
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ultimate wrong ; so tlie beast of prey was evolved. 
During the lapse of years the airpearancC- of the 
creatures changed, new species were developed, 
snouts hardened, jaws became more jrowerful, horn.s 
more dangerous, and the fierce.st animals mo.st daring. 
Owing to an injury done by an angry Ireast to one of 
his youngest children, who then narrowly escape<l a 
horrible death, and to repeated animal-depredations, 
Martin was compelled to .surround his hoim^ with a 
stony barrier, within which he kept his stores, his 
trained oxen and milch cows, and his wife's pets. 
Whenever he ventured from that stronghold, it was 
with risk ; but hardihood, experience, and freciuent 
want, made him bold, and he fought and hunted his 
new enemies with desperate resolution. 

Meanwhile the world became .sadly like a wilder- 
ness. Wild herds, fighting and journeying, trampled 
the grass and bruised and killed the flowersftlcstroyeil 
trees, broke the river banks : a great cxf)ansc went to 
waste. Except for a few small fenced-in patches 
among the hills where Martin had sown and 
cultivated a kind of corn, and about their dwelling 
where cho.sen flowers were cherished, that land wa.s 
perforce abandoned to become desert, until the 
descendants of Martin and Lucy, growing in year.s 
and numbers, could make .settlement.s for themselves, 
and wrest the country back from ruin. ^ 

It was a de.spcrately hard and strenuous life, but 
not entirely without enjoyments and grand purposes. 
Lucy always maintained a holy home, so that on the 
days of roughest experience there was comfort and 
happiness at their end. During those yeans (if 
deprivation and struggles and pain, she kept her quiet 
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ideal; she accomplished the hardly-possible ; she 
never smngji; and thanks to her white example, 
Martin succeeded in accepting and accomplishing 
Triest’s ideal and not sinning a second time ; for the 
war with the animals, though miserable and pain- 
making, was urgently inevitable, and so not culpable. 
The mortals reduced its horror as far as mortals 
could, for as soon as the pressing wants were satisfied, 
no beasts were slain. Indeed only during that 
first rigorous year did the mortals eat meat — other 
than fish — except when need of clothes caused 
slaughter, and it would have been guilty waste in the 
circumstances for them not to have used the resultant 
strengthening food. But henceforth man and the 
leasts were enemies. Martin did all the kindn^s he 
could for the world, but that was little. He strove 
successfully to redeem his first great sin, and his 
success Vas due more to Lucy than to himself, for 
her charity and purity, bravery and sweetness, kept 
him strong and faithful in the new ideal. In just the 
same manner she saved the children, who numbered 
in all, nine. The little ones, in their earlier years, 
sometimes quarrelled — punishment this to Martin ! — 
and had their puny selfishnesses; but the affection, 
the wisdom, the example of their mother so helped 
them that they too were weaned from the natural 
ij/eaknesses ; they united in making increasing positive 
efforts after the sinless ideal ; and the strenuous years 
went by without the ever-remorseless, effort-making 
devils gaining a new crumb of victory. Work it was 
and angry necessity, as well as the simple devotion 
of Lucy, which spoilt the game of the fiends, and 
regained thp world. A new generation and a sinless, 
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grew up and made homes in other places, recreating 
Eden wherever they settled. 

Martin found time to continue hi.s Hi-story. The 
whole story of his Fall and its con.sequences wa.s 
written. Its frequent reading and the splendid 
example of every one in that increasing community 
were continued powers for good. As the days went 
by and the world improved, new hopes and ideals 
developed, and Martin and Lucy — grey-liead^d had 
they become now, but as ever, a hanrlsome iiair — 
began to consider the far future. Lucy was in this 
the prime mover and stimulator. 

She pointed one day to a cliff of clay and said to 
Martin, “Write some ideals for the future.” 

Martin took his best chisels, and climbing the clifC 
wrote in great letters what laicy told him. 


CANONS FOR THE 1 -AR FUTURE AND 
THE GOVERNMENT OF THE WORLD 

The closer to Nature the nearer to God : There 
shall be no home not .surrounded by a garden. 

No song-bird shall ever be slain. 

Simplicity is the life of beauty, in drc.ss, in manners, 
in life. 

An unkind answer is a grievous danger. 

An unclean thought is an insult to beauty. 

The open world is the temple of God ; There shall 
men always worship. 

A liar when convicted by his fellows or him.self 
must retire into the bare wilderness— to the place 
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of the liars— and in solitude shall remain, away from 
the bcaTity of the flowers and the company of men, 
until he cficctually repents. 

He who is .selfish is to himself an enemy and a 
hindrance. 

The po.sses.sion of wealth i.s an opportunity to 
give. There can be no wealth on this world divorced 
from bpauty. 

All men are equal in the sight of God, all are the 
children of one loving couple. He who sins, until he 
effectually repents, lapses from the universal aristo- 
cracy. 

• There can be no personal servitude. 

Greater talent means greater responsibility and 
better means of unselfish utility. 

Ivvcry' one is to learn as much as he can of the 
building of the flowers and trees and sun, rivers and 
mountains, animal-life, religion and love. 

There shall be no tombstones or builded sepulchres. 
A sweet memory is all the monument required. Man’s 
esteem wrought in stone is foolishness. 

To be good and retain goodness is the sufficient 
object of life. 

^ That was Lucy’s public legacy to the world. She 
left it also — better than any precepts — an unsullied 
example. 

Surely the years went past — many years — some 
dark, some bright, some even golden, especially in 
the later days when hope — based on splendid virtue 
—was strong in the world. 
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Martin was walking alone through the land towards 
the home of his Paradise, recalling memories' of that 
primeval state. He was vigorous still, tliough his 
years were many, for in that world with its freedom 
from mental worry and nerve-strain, it was possible 
for men to live for a century and still be in the prime 
of life, but he was not so strong as he had been in the 
first years of his great struggle with wiki life atul hard 
living. His heart was full of kindness and ho wnis 
smiling to .some children, when they shrieked. He 
heard an angry noise behind him, but, before he could 
turn fully, a great beast clashed against him, and 
hurled him down. Then the violent creature con- 
tinued Its way, flying before the wrath of g;ithering 
men. It had by its brute means wrought the animals"' 
vengeance for the Paradi.se they had lost through this 
prone man’s sin. 

Martin was not injured physically, but the'shock of 
the blow was great. He lay there more stunned than 
hurt, but he could not move. 1 Ic asked that his wife 
might be sent for. Anxious feet so<in bore the 
mes.sagc, and with her utmost speed she came. 
Before she arrived, however, Ins eyc.s brightened, and 
he recognised his whereabouts. He bade them carry 
him to a place thereby, and with his old hands he 
tore aside the thick matting of dried grass and reeds, 
the repo.se of years. Willing arms as.sistcd in the. 
task, and wondering eyes .saw revealed a small clay 
tablet, preserved whole, though very ancient, with 
“ Lucy ” inscribed on it. 

Martin’s first-born son, who, with Lucy, at that 
moment arrived, bent to raise the tablet. It had 
become detached from the earth. He held it to his 
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fatiier’s lips wlio kissed it once again. Then Martin 
asked tlfkt he might be carried to the eminence where 
the old home had been, and hand-in-hand with Lucy 
lovers to the last were they — he was borne thither. 

They laid him on the little hill, and for a time he 
gazed silently at the beautiful world. It was a goodly 
sight. He sighed and leaned back, his head resting 
on Lucy’s knee. Then suddenly he sat up, delight 
was in |iis eyes, surprise on his face. He looked a 
man transfigured. 

“ Rroon ! ” he cried, and then fell back. Lucy kissed 
and closed his eyes. 

Triest’s promise had come true. The angels had 
reappeared. New flowers, better than all others there, 
flTiwcrs yielding light, sprang up about the eminence, 
l.ucy, who remembered, said they were flowers of 
Heaven. 

There \Cas very great gladness in the world. 
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Time. By George C. Ha'/.elton, Junr. 

LOVE IDYLLS. By S. R. Ckockhtt. 

THE WOOING OF GREY EYES. unA other 

Stories. By Riccakuo Stephens, M.B., ('..M. 

THE CAVALIER. A Novel. By G. M. C.mu.h. 

A MODERN ANTAEUS. By the Writer of “ An 

Englishwoniran's I^ove I^ettens." 

THE ROAD TO FRONTENAC. A Novel. By 

Samuel Mekwin. 

THE VOYAGE OF ITHOBAL. An Mpic Boem.* 

By Sir Edwin Arnold. 

THE LIFE OF PARIS. By Hicuakd Wm-rkiN.:. 

A SEA KING’S MIDSHIPMAN. An- tipisode 

in the Life of the famous Lord thK'hnuu! {afterwards t.otd 
Dundonald) . liy A. Lee Knkuit. Witlt Mltislrations. 

A CENTURY OF OUR SEA STORY. liy 

Walter Jkffkky, author of Tho King’s Yard/’ tSrc, With 
a Photogravure Frontispiece of Lord Nelson. 

THE NAVAL PIONEERS OF AUSTRALIA. 

By Louis Bkcke and Walter Jekkkrv. With numenuts 
l^ortraits and lllustralions. 

leading points in south AFRICAN 

HISTORY. From 1486 t<v50th March, i(;oo. Chnmohigkmlly 
arranged, with a full Cla-ssified DateTndox of Events By 
Edwin A, Pratt. 

THE SOUTH AFRICAN WAR, iSp^-lpocC 

A Military Ketro.Hpect up to the Kolief of liidy.Hinith. By 
Major S. L. Norrls, Royal Engineers. With Mapis. 

AN ENGLISHWOMAN’S LOVE LETTERS. 
SIDE-LIGHTS ON THE MARCH. By U. F. 

Mackbkn. With upwards of sixty Half-tone Ilinstrations from 
Snapshots taken during the War in South Afrit it. 


